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“YOU’RE GABRIEL VARNEY, aren’t you?’’ 

I turned to face a young and very beautiful girl. 
“And you, my dear, are Miss Joanna Glynn. Quite a per- 
formance you gave, most impressive.” 

A tired smile briefly lit up her stunning features. “Thank 
you. But listen. Do you suppose we could talk for a moment 
— in private?” 

I nodded, and taking her arm, led her to a more-or-less 
secluded comer behind a pair of floor-length curtain's. 

“This is some party, Miss Glynn. I’ve never been to a 
theatre gathering before. And it’s only because the producer 
is a cousin of mine that I’ve been invited at all. All these 
famous faces— it makes one feel as if he were in a newsreel 
or a living society column . ” 

“You’re quite a celebrity yourself, Mr. Varney. In fact 
that is why I want to talk to you . ” 

“Bother, all the time I thought it was my urbane wit 
and charm. 

“Well, that makes talking to you all the more pleasant.” 

“I see you are as diplomatic as you are beautiful. Miss 
Glynn. But enough of this. You are worried. What is trou- 
bling you?” 

“You saw tonight’s performance. Tell me, what did you 
think of it?” 

“I know very little about the theatre, but I thought it 
most excellent.” 

“Do you remember the third act— the scene in the tavern? 
While the dialogue was going on, someone walked behind 
the set. You could see her from your seat in the audience. 
That wasn’t part of the play.” 

“But Miss Glynn, surely you must be used to stage ac- 
cidents by now. I remember once at school we put on a play. 
Everything was going along splendidly until someone 
hauled up the curtain much too soon. Headmaster, who was 
playing some sort of villain— we all said he was type-cast!— 
was in a rather inconvenient state (Continued on page is ) 
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THE SLAVI 
OF SATAN 


STALKE 


by WILLIAM ARNES 



ff T ET'S LEAVE, JIM/' Karen said softly. "They're 

J_Jiust about to close the museum and, frank- 
ly, this place gives me the creeps." 

Jim Donleavy turned toward his girlfriend. 
He smiled. "Sure, kid, sure. I was just think- 
ing . . . There must be a fortune hidden away in 
these sarcophagi." 

"You wouldn't!" she hissed. 

"Why not?" he asked, an amused grin playing 
across his lean face. "There are no guards on 
this wing and the burglar alarm could be jump- 
ed by a six-year-old kid." 

"And we're on the fourth floor in the middle 
of the city." 

"Access is no problem. The new wing has 
plenty of convenient girders. Yes, it just might 
work at that." 

"I almost think you're serious, Jim." She 
paused to look closely at his face and was re- 
lieved when she saw him smile. "There are other 
ways to get money. Besides, I wouldn't tamper 
with the curse." 

"Hey, I didn't know you could read hiero- 
glyphics." 

"May I have your attention please," a metal- 
lic voice intoned. "The museum is closing. Please 
make your way to the nearest exit. Thank you." 


What power of the deepest pit of 

Hell would dare to reactivate a 
corpse more than 3,000 years dead! 


They turned and walked to the northwest 
staircase. Jim took one more look around be- 
fore he opened the stairway door. A guard, 
was checking for stragglers and shutting off 
the overhead fluorescents. 

"Okay," he said when they walked out the 
front doors of the slate-gray structure. "Now 
what's this about a curse?" 

"Well, I knew that there usually is one con- 
nected with mummies so I did a bit of research. 
It seems that Hem-Li-Tep was plagued with dis- 
sension and chaos during his rule. There was 
more unrest than usual due to a famine. For 
his protection, and because he didn't trust his 
palace guard, Hem-Li-Tep had a special body- 
guard, Ser, to watch over him in life and to 
guard his passage into the next world. When 
he died, Ser slew himself so that he could stand 
guard in death as he had in life." 

"Go on," Jim said as he pulled the car into 
the stream of traffic. "This sounds like a real 
story." (Continued on page 12} 
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SLAVE OF SATAN 
(Continued from page 1 

“Skeptic. But you’re hooked, I 
can tell. Anyway, the legend says 
that many men tried to violate the 
sanctity of Hem-Li-Tep’s tomb. No 
one succeeded. Each man died 
horribly.” 

“What killed them, Karen?” 

“Well, the legend isn’t that 
specific.” 

“Of course they wouldn’t go into 
detail,” Jim snorted, as he slowed 
the car for a red light. “Like you 
said, each mummy has a legend 
connected with it and each one is 
equally vague. They all died 
horribly, eh? I don’t believe it.” 

“There’s more, Jim. The legend 
says that Hem-Li-Tep’s treasure 
was the most valuable of the 
Koruthic Dynasty. No one 
succeeded, true. But if anyone did, 
he would lose what he had prized 
the most in life.” 

“That sounds fair, Karen. Now 
all this talk of curses has brought 
grumbles to my stomach.” He 
glanced at his watch, turning his 
wrist so the street light illuminated 
the dial. “What say we stop for a 
quick bite.” 

Karen nodded glumly. She felt 
that Jim had been too quick to 
change the subject. 

S ATURDAY MORNING dawned 
and found Jim Donleavy putting his 
plan into action. He showered, 
dressed, skipped breakfast and 
drove over to the County Art 
Museum. He parked his Olds next 
to the construction site and walked 
over to the small knot of men 
standing over a sheaf of blueprints. 

“Good morning.” 

“Mornin’,” one of the men said. 
“Can I help you?” 

“Yes,” Jim said. “I’m looking for 
the foreman.” 

“Well, you’ve found him. What 
can I do for you?” 

Jim sized the man up. He was 
short and stocky, with a swatch of 
red hair showing under his hard hat. 
Jim thought the man looked cordial 
enough. He figured he had nothing 
to lose. 

“My name’s Jim Donleavy,” he 
said, extending his hand. The other 
man took it in his firm grip. “Fm a 
student at Pacific University. I’m 
studying architecture.” 

“My nephew, he goes there too,” 
the man said. “He wants to be a 
doctor. That’s fine with me. I’ll 
build him an office and he can cure 
my ills.” 
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“As I said. I’m studying 
architecture. I thought I might do a 
story for the school paper about the 
new construction here. What did 
you say your name was?” 

“I didn’t, but it’s Miller. Harv 
Miller.” 

“Well, Mr. Miller, it sure would 
help my studies if you could show 
me around the site. You know, tell 
me about the materials and the 
technique you use. I’d learn more 
and,” Jim said smiling, “I could get 
you some free publicity. Might even 
help to drum up some business for 
you. That is, if it’s not too much 
trouble.” 

The florid man smiled. “No, no 
trouble. You’ll have to sigru a 
waiver, though, releasing the 
company from any liability.” 

“No problem there.” Jim wished 
he had used another name with the 
man. Oh well, he thought. There’s 
nothing I can do about it now.- 

“Sure, sure. I understand. Can we 
start now?” 

“I’ll be right with you,” Miller 
said. “Just let me clear up some 
details with the boys. In the 
meantime, feel free to look around.” 

“Thanks, I’ll do that.” 

After he finished with his crew. 
Miller brought the waiver over for 
Jim’s signature. After glancing at 
the scrawled name. Miller tucked 
the form into his breast pocket and 
guided Jim around huge spools of 
electrical cables. They ascended the 
new wing’s skeleton and stepped 
out onto a tool littered floor. 

“Watch your step around here, 
son. Try as I do, the men still leave 
their equipment where it falls when 
the whistle blows.” 

“Do they work on Saturday,” Jim 
asked, stepping over a rivet gun. 

“No, just me and some of the 
supervisors going over the plans.” 

“I imagine you must have a lot of 
trouble with tools and materials 
being stolen.” 

“Not really, Mr. Donleavy.” 

“Call me Jim.” 

“All right, Jim,” Miller said. “We 
have an arrangement with the 
museum. Their guards sort of keep 
on eye on things. We’ve got a 
watchman also, but he’s not good 
for much. He’s visible, but he 
couldn’t stop kids throwing dirt in a 
sandbox. Besides, this is just the 
frame going up now. When we get 
the flooring and the siding, glass 
and such, then we’ll beef up 
security to protect the valuable 
stuff.” 

They scampered over the girders 
and Jim heeded Miller’s warning 
about not looking down. He 
followed the older man along a steel 


beam extending from the new wing 
to the Egyptian Culture room. 

“When th:.s wing is completed,” 
Miller was saying, “we’ll get the 
boys in here with compression 
hammers and knock out a door. The 
rest of the wall will stand . . .” 

Jim wasn't listening. His eyes 
found the silver tape around the 
burglar alarm. He knew the latch 
would give him no trouble. He 
glanced around and at the lower left 
corner of the old wing he saw the 
outside alarm box. That could be 
taken care of also. He turned back 
to Miller. 

“Why that is fascinating. And a 
good way to save money, too.” 

“Thffre’s more to be seen if you’ll 
step this way, Jim.” 

After an hour of discussion, Jim 
thanked Miller and promised to 
send the man a copy of the story. He 
was formulating his plan as he 
drove from the museum to the 
shopping center. 

JVaREN, I CAN’T make it 
tonight,” Jim said, holding the 
phone away from his ear. He fully 
expected an emotional outburst, as 
Karen was extremely possessive and 
suspicious of last minute 
cancellations. 

“Look, something’s come up.” He 
was surprised at her calm reaction. 
“I’ll call you later. Better yet, meet 
me at the beach at about midnight. 
Make it behind the drive-in theater. 
I’ll have a surprise for you. Right. 
’Bye.” 

He hung up the phone and 
glanced at the open toolbox on his 
bed. He checked the cans of foam 
wax, and made sure the insulated 
wire was properly coiled. 

“Let’s see,” he said aloud. “Glass 
cutter, alligator clips, screwdriver. 
Check.” 

He snapped the box shut, slipped 
into a pair of overalls and walked 
rapidly to his car. He grumbled, 
silently about the full moon, slid 
behind the wheel and drove over to 
the construction site. After timing 
the guard’s schedule, he climbed 
over the chain-link fence, crouched 
in the shadows, then inched his way 
over to the ladder resting against 
the blood-red girders. By the time 
the watchman completed his 
circuit, Jim was hiding behind a 
pile of sheet metal on the first floor. 

When the moon slipped behind a 
cloud, he walked ovef to the wall of 
the old building and located the 
alarm box. Jim pulled out the cans 
of foam wax uncapped one, and 
pointed the nozzle into the alarm 

(Continued on page 54 ) 



by CHARLES THOMPSON ■ 

fr /^KAY, ” the assignment editor was saying. “This morning, ? 

at eleven, I want you to get down to Municipal and cover - 
the reception they’re giving Dr. Nickerson.” 

“Our new neurosurgeon?” 

“Right. Ever since Gordon upped and walked out without a ^ , 
trace. Municipal’s brain boys have been short-staffed. While M 
you’re at it, give me some background on the disappearance. Tie 
it in with the new man. ” M 

I got to my desk just as the receptionist poured my morning n 
cup of coffee. The insistent ringing of the telephone rose above 


the clamor of the newsroom. I put down my coffee and picked up the receiver. 


“Hello, Charlie? ” 

“Speaking. ” 

“This is Chief Henderson. We found another one. Had your breakfast yet? 

“No, ” I answered. “Just working on my coffee. ” 

“I’d drop that, too. This one is as bad as the others, maybe even worse Tm out at the old 
Tucker farm. Can you get here fast? ” 

“Tm on my way,” I said, dropping the phone into the cradle, and (Continued on page 16 ) 
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A maniac who called himself “scientist” needed fresh 
brains for his sickening creation of corpses and rotting 
flesh. The whole city was rocked in terror as each man 
began to ask himself: “Who will be the next to die!” 
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grabbing my jacket from the back of 
the chair. I raced out of the 
newsroom and told the receptionist 
where I was going. 

Another one. Another headless 
corpse, this time lying in the weeds 
of the Tucker farm. As I slid behind 
the wheel of my Ford, I reviewed 
what the police had so far. This was 
the fifth body. The other four had 
been found in a five-mile radius of 
Mackinaw County, each one 
headless and bled dry. The first 
time I’d seen one of them. I’d 
retched up my breakfast. By now, I 
imagined the police were hardened. 
I knew I could never be that tough. 

I picked up State Road 87 outside 
of town and turned off onto the 
secondary road that led to the 
Tucker farm. As I crested the top of 
the hill, I saw a circle of police cars 
and one ambulance. The misty 
morning was broken by the blood 
pink of the red flashers. I parked the 
car. flashed my press card at the 
officer guarding the roped-off area, 
and walked to the circle of 
policemen. 

“What’ve you got Chief?” I asked 
Henderson. He turned around and 
smiled grimly. 

“We’ve got the fifth corpse. And a 
maniac. I’m sure. He’s around here 


chopping people. No clue except the 
corpse.” 

“Who found it?” I asked. 

“A teenager shooting quail. Made 
him pretty sick.” 

“I imagine it would,” I said, 
remembering my reaction. I glanced 
at the corpse which lay covered with 
a white tarpaulin. I flicked my hand 
and the medical examiner pulled 
the sheet off. The body was that of a 
young girl, about twenty. She wore 
no clothes. One glance at her curled 
hands told me that she had suffered 
before she died. Chief Henderson 
wasn’t kidding when he said the 
man was a maniac. 

“What about clues. Chief?” 

“She was dumped here. There are 
no signs of a struggle and no 
weapon. There isn’t too much blood 
here either. Okay boys, take her 
away.” He gestured to the 
ambulance crew and they lifted 
their burden and placed it into the 
white wagon. We watched it bump 
over the rutted access road before it 
sped off along the main highway. 

“Chief.” I said, “I don’t think 
we’re dealing with a maniac. Not a 
butcher, anyway. A sick killer 
wouldn’t be so careful about not 
leaving clues. He might go berserk, 
true. He might commit bloody 


slaughter, granted. But there is a 
method to liis madness. I think 
we’re after an entirely different 
character.” 

“And who might that be? Or 
what might it be.” 

“Too soon to tell.” 

“You wouldn’t be withholding 
information, would you?” 

“C’mon, Chief. You’ve known me 
for more than six years.” 

“You’re right. I’m sorry. It’s this 
madman. This is the fifth girl he’s 
killed and there’s no break in the 
case. I’m about baffled.” 

“So am I, Chief. But if I come up 
with anything. I’ll let you know.” 

As I dro\^e back through the 
outskirts of the city, I racked my 
brain for a link which tied the five 
girls togeth(!r. Aside from their 
youth, and the state of their 
corpses, there was no instance 
which would have brought them 
together. Their mutilated bodies 
had been fo\ind in a circle around 
the city. There had to be something. 


Ji- LEFT work early that day, 
grabbed a quick dinner, then began 
the drive horae. The sky had turned 
gray and fog was rolling in from the 
lake. I turned my headlights on low 
beam and inched my way through 
(Continued on page 44) 


The maniac’s "mark”: neatly-drUled holes in a sKull. He would 
stop at nothing in his foul quest to make the dead rise again. 
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" i^OME ON, you guys!” Chief Swenson 
v-4 yelled from the loading catwalk. “Let’s 
get that last crate stowed fast. We’re already 
behind schedule. We should have cleared the 
Narrows two hours ago. Smitty, get up here 
with that manifest.” |g 

“Hello, Chief,” Captain Aimes said. “How’s 
she looking?” 

“Hello sir, sorry about the delay.” 

The captain dismissed the statement with 
a wave of his hand. “It’s not your fault. Chief. 
The front office is responsible for this.” Cap- 
tain Aimes pushed his cap onto the back of 
his head and scratched his brow. “I like to 
sail on schedule. Just for that one damned 
crate. By gosh. I’d like to get my hands on 
the joker responsible for this. All right. Chief 
Carry-on.” 

Swenson tossed a (Continued on page 20 


! 


SHIP OF THE DEAD 
(Continued from page ) 

j careless salute after the captain and 

re-directed his attention to the 
I activity below. The new 

i consignment had just disappeared 

’ below decks and the crew forward 

was casting the hawsers from the 
' ship to the dockside. He snorted as 

; the Hong Kong Susie drifted away 

from the quay and began her 
progress downriver. 

The steel deck vibrated beneath 
Swenson’s feet and he breathed 
deeply as the air freshened. “At 
; least we have a half-way decent 

I cook this time.” Swenson muttered 

; to the circling gulls. “Maybe he can 

: go one up on Tommy, but he’d 

; better not go too heavy on the spice. 

I And you, my flying friends, you 

I shall eat well, too. Get well soon, 

! Tommy,” he continued, “but don’t 

hurry back. Your coffee was like 
battery acid.” 

Satisfied with the progress they 
were making in the channel, 
Swenson climbed to the bridge and 
surveyed the foredeck. He watched 
the crew secure the lines and smiled 
I as the buckets came out and the 

sailors began to wash down the 
decks. This ship may be twice the 
age of tljp Captain’s daughter, he 
mused, but she’s a fine one. 

He thought briefly about the 
uneasiness he had experienced 
when he heard that Bonnie was 

accompanying her father to 

Amsterdam. Even though she had 
been on board before, and nothing 
f had happened, Swenson still felt 

!, that having a woman aboard his. 

i ship was begging for bad luck. The 

two other voyages, with Bonnie 
Ij aboard, had been uneventful. 

\ Still ... 

j Chief Swenson dismissed the 

I thoughts from his mind as the Hong 

I Kong Susie left New York on the 

I western horizon and steamed out 

I into the trackless wastes of the 

J Atlantic. The ship tossed in the 

I gentle swell, plodding ahead at her 

I respectable six knots. No speedster, 

f he mused, but after forty years at 

f sea she was entitled to take it easy. 


ff 


w. 


ELL, CAPTAIN, I have the 


manifest here. That last crate was 
fowarded to us from Milan Import- 
Export. Bound for Amsterdam.” 

“Sit down and take a load off 
your feet. Chief. The Java’s good. 
Where’d you get that cook?” 

Swenson poured a cup of coffee 
and returned the pyrex pot to the 
hotplate on the bulkhead. He 
crossed the cabin to the felt-covered 
table and eased his stocky frame 
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into a chair. 

“Tommy came down with-a touch 
of food poisoning just last night, 
Captain. When I heard he was on 
his way to the hospital, I put in a 
call to the Seaman’s Union office 
near the docks. They had a West 
Indian gob wanting to see Merrie 
Old England so we signed him on. 
I’d kind of like to try their curry.” 

“It would be a damn sight better 
than too much steak and kidney 
pie . . .” 

Their conversation was 
interrupted by a piercing scream 
which echoed over the dull thud of 
the engines. Both men glanced at 
each other briefly before picking up 
their caps and running out of the 
cabin and up to the bridge. When 
they were at the toward railing, they 
gazed at a knot of men crowding 
around the base of the cargo boom. 
Seaman Smith was running up the 
ladders to where they stood. 

“What the devil’s going on, 
man?” The captain shouted. “I 
heard a scream.” 

“Aye, sir. It’s Malone. The wind 
whipped the boom cables and 
Malone, sir, he went aloft to try to 
sort things out. I’m afraid he’s dead, 
sir.” 

“Where’s your mind, Smitty.” 
Swenson yelled. “You know those 
cables should be secured before we 
clear the docks. How long have you 
been at sea?” 

“I checked them. Chief. That’s 
the first thing I do after I go over the 
mooring lines. They were tight, 
from the base of the boom to the top 
pully.” 

“Then how did they come loose?” 
the captain asked. 

“I don’t know how that 
happened, sir. It never did before. I 
pride myself on my work, sir. Why 
I’ve been serving under you for 
seven years.” 

“That’s all right, Smitty. There’s 
always a first time for anything. 
Pity about poor Malone.” The 
captain paused and surveyed the 
expanse of rolling sea stretched out 
on either horizon. “He had no 
family, not that I know of. We’ll 
bury him at sea. Chief, muster up 
the men on the fantail for the 
service. Have the body sewed in a 
shroud and weigh it down with 
spare junk. We’ll have the funeral 
at 1600 hours.” 

The captain dismissed the men 
and stared out at the ocean. As he 
was rehearsing the words he would 
speak at 4 pm, his daughter joined 
him on the bridge. 

“Hello, Father. I’m sorry about 
Malone.” 

“May his soul rest in peace. How 
are your sea legs?” 


“Never better,” she answered. 
“But won’t tills cause trouble?” 

“Eh?” 

“You know. Father. The old 
superstition about women on board 
ships. Surely . . .” 

“Surely the men won’t think this 
has anything to do with your being 
here,” Aimes interrupted. “You’ve 
been with the Hong Kong Susie on 
our runs to San Francisco through 
the Canal. This is your third 
voyage.” 

“But the men . . .” 

“All except for the new chap, that 
cook, these men were serving under 
me for years. Oh, I’ll admit that 
they did some grumbling the first 
time. When r.otbing happened, they 
decided there was nothing in the 
superstition. Just an old wive’s 
tale.” 

“But a sailor is dead now. That 
means something.” 

“Now stop it, Bonnie. Malone’s 
death was unfortunate, true. But it 
was an accident.” He paused to 
stroke her chestnut hair. She looked 
up at him and he smiled proudly. 
She had his clear green eyes. 

“Go below now, honey, and don’t 
you fret. The weather looks clear 
and we should have smooth sailing 
all the way to Amsterdam.” 

He watched her disappear 
through the vi^heelhouse and turned 
once again to survey his domain. 

MeATLOAF!” The captain 
snorted. He glanced around to his 
daughter and Swenson, each 
engrossed in their mashed potatoes. ' 
“And soggy meatloaf at that. Some . 
cook,” Aimes said disgustedly. 

“But he d(3es make good coffee. 
Father.” 

“And we’re thankful for small 
favors. Captain,” Swenson said. 
“This is his first day. Give him 
some time.” 

“He ought to walk the plank for 
this,” Aimes grumbled. 

Their dinner conversation was 
interrupted by a rumbling deep in 
the bowels^of the ship. Suddenly the 
Hong Kong Susie lurched to port 
and shuddered. The plates slid 
across the table and crashed to the 
floor. The captain muttered and 
sprang to his feet. 

“Hank!” Aimes shouted. When 
the messboy appeared, Swenson 
was getting to his feet. Tbe ship was 
still listing. “Get this mess cleaned 
up fast. Chief, come with me. 
Someone has a lot of explaining to ! 
do and they aetter have a damned ' 
good story.” 

The two men raced below decks 
to the number one cargo hold. The i 

(Continued on page 4 0) ' 





■ Ofeii Irae. Dies ilia. of pillars that would lead her to 

Constance knelt farther into one of the side corridors, 
the pew. Conscious of eyes star- Out of sight from the other 
ing at her, she pulled the black mourners, she leaned her fore- 
lace shawl tightly around her head against the stone of a sup- 
faintiy quivering shoulders. The porting column. The stark sensa- 
church was freezing. She had tion of its unfeeling, icy mass 
never been so cold in ail her life, helped clear her head of the 
Solv et saeculm in favilla. Teste strange, drug-like effect the sa- 
David cum Sibylla. cred incense created. 

She Itifted her head and watch- The choir's droning voice seem- 
ed the incense trace faint swirls ed so far away, almost dream- 
in the murky darkness of the like in its ancient acceptance of 
main nave. Such a heavy smell, earthly death. The closing words 
she thought to herself. It's mak- of the dread hymn— Oonno eis 
ing me dizzy. Fresh air— I must requiem echoed, and was lost in 
have fresh air. the resounding stones, brick. 

Oblivious to the stares of those mortar of the church, 
near her, Constance rose from "Pardon me, miss, but are you 
the bench and walked to a row all right?" (Continued on page 24) 
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Constance whirled around to face 
a tall, smiling stranger dressed, as 
she was, in deepest mourning. 

“I didn’t know anyone was here,” 
she gasped, her heart for some 
unknown reason, suddenly 
palpitating. 

“But I was here all the time, right 
over there.” He pointed to where 
the columns cast a double shadow 
and left the corner in utter 
darkness. 

“I hate funerals.” Constance 
blurted out. “The smell of flowers 
and that incense, I . . .” 

“Yes, I know,” the man replied 
with a slow smile. “They have made 
your head light. Come with me. Let 
us walk.” 


“But the funeral. Aunt 
Alison . . . she ...” 

“She would have wanted you to 
be happy and comfortable. Come.” 
He offered his arm and Constance 
took it. 

They went through a door and 
found themselves facing the 
graveyard. A light drizzle had 
changed everything into grey, 
indistinct shadows. The markers 
and statues leaned at crazy angles 
on the uneven ground. From far 
away, a lonely crow cried out. And 
the trees seemed so full of grey- 
green branches that they appeared 
to topple over with the naked 
weight of dripping dead wood. 

“You were very fond of her,” the 


•One pinch of pain and you’ll be immortal,” the creature hissed softly. "That’s not much to pay.” 


stranger said, opening the low gate 
into the yard. 

“Yes. After both my parents were 
killed in an automobile accident 
just after I v/as born, she took me in 
and raised me.” 

“She also left you her money.” 

Constanc(! turned abruptly. “I’ve 
given it to cnarity,” she said coldly. 
“The trust fund from my parents is 
enough for my small needs.” 

The man grinned. “Have no fear. 
I am not a fortune hunter by any 
means. M}- name is Granville. 
Charles Granville.” 

“lam Constance Browne.” 

“I know,” was the reply. He again 
showed his perfect white teeth in a 
smile^Your picture is always in the 






newspapers. I have come here to 
meet you.” 

She sighed. “Alv/ays the same. 
Why won’t people leave me alone?” 

He laughed. “A young and 
beautiful heiress is always news 
worthy. And alwajs very sought- 
after for various reasons.” 

Constance cut him off. “I must be 
back at the church. The others are 
waiting for me.” 

“Of course. I’ll take you back.” 
Again he took her sirm and led her 
down the path to the old church. 

At the door, he stopped. “I must 
be going.” Granville bowed and 
turned to leave. 

“Walt.” Constance called out. 
“You never knew my aunt. But you 
are dressed in black. For whom do 
you mourn?” 

“For you, Constance.” He bowed 
again and was lost in the shadows. 

ONNIE, HONEY what’s 
come over you? You’ve never acted 
like this before and I’m worried 
sick.” 

“It’s nothing, Jer(*my. Nothing at 
all. Just the funeral and all those 
photographers. You know how 
much I hate having my picture 
taken. And so many people coming 
to stare at me. 

“But you’re so quiet. I can hardly 
hear you over the phone. And 
yesterday when I came to see you, 
you just sat looking out the window. 
What is out there?” 

“Just the world, Jeremy.” 
Sudden intensity made her voice 
rise. “Oh, aren’t 5'ou tired of all 
this?” 

“Of what, dearest?” 

“This. All of this. Oh, Jeremy,” 
her hands clutched the receiver. 
Her knuckles turned white with the 
tension. “I’m sick of this room, of 
this house, of this life. I want 
nothing at all. Can you understand 
that?” 

“Yes, in a funny way, I can. 
Vague hopes are the most 
frustrating of all, I guess. You have 
nothing definite to act upon. But 
what will you do?” 

“I’m not sure. But I want to go 
away for a while. Not for long and 
not far away, but long enough and 
far enough to clear my head.” 

“Connie, you know I love you and 
that I’d do anything in world for 
you. Going away never solves 
anything because the problems will 
follow you. But I promise I’ll not 
interfere with your plans in any 
way.” 

“Jeremy, I love you too. And I 
want to be your wife — and I shall, 
just as soon as I can. I’ll be gone 


only a week and when I return, we 
will be married!” 

“Thank God for that. Listen, 
dear, I must leave you now. I have 
to be in court in half an hour.” 

Constance said good-bye and 
hung up the receiver. As a young 
lawyer just setting up practice, 
Jeremy had little spare time to 
spend even on something as 
important as talking to his 
betrothed. 

She sat in deep thought. Yes, she 
would have to get away. Those 
terrible dreams she’d been having 
ever since the funeral — always the 
same, yet always terrifying. In the 
dream she would awake and walk 
down the stairs of another house. A 
noise at the window had disturbed 
her. Going to a downstairs window 
she would see a huge seagull vainly 
beating its head against a pane. 
Suddenly the door would fly open 
and she would find herself in the 
gull’s body. Her wing was hurt and 
she was very cold. The fire in the 
hearth looked so inviting, but when 
she went over to it, she’d see a 
shadow. There in the corner was 
herself — with an wooden staff. In a 
flash she became the murderer and 
beat the helpless bird to death. 
Blood spurted and Constance would 
snap into consciousness in the early 
dawn, half sure that it was no 
dream. 

She sat down by the telephone 
again and called the railroad 
station, making a reservation. She 
had never been to the small summer 
cottage left to her by her parents, 
but she had to get away to a place 
where nobody would know who she 
was. And the house would be in 
good condition. Aunt Alison had 
payed to keep the place in repair as 
a sort of tribute to her niece and 
nephew. The nearest town was 
miles away. All in all, the small 
house was a perfect place to take a 
short vacation. 

Six O’CLOCK found her 

standing in the living room. 

“Funny,” Constance mused to 
herself, “even though I’ve never 
been here before, I imagined it 
would look just like this. She 
wandered through the rest of the 
rooms. The view was magnificent. 
Two sides of the cottage faced the 
sea, and Connie could hear its 
pounding surf even with the 
windows closed. She looked out and 
not even a sandpiper was to be seen 
scurrying along the grey horizon. 

Connie stepped back from the 
window. The fresh gale that had 
sprung up began to rattle each 


pane. She closed the curtains and 
turned to make a fire in the 
enormous hearth that stretched for 
almost half of the room. The 
cheerful blaze soon illuminated the 
polished oak planks and cast a 
warm, rosy glow on the quaint 
whitewashed walls. 

“This is more like it,” murmured 
Connie contentedly as she glanced 
with an approving eye at the room. 
She stooped to pick up the bag of 
groceries she had bought in town 
and went into the tiny kitchen to fix 
a simple meal. 

The rest of the evening was spent 
in front of the fireplace with a good 
book. For the first time in years, 
Constance felt perfectly relaxed and 
happy. Her aunt had been a 
powerful figure in society and as her 
only relative, Connie inherited all 
the publicity and obligations. She 
had practically no privacy from 
reporters, newspapermen and nosy 
people in general, and when her 
aunt passed away. She found 
herself even more in the headlines. 
But here, alone, cut off from the rest 
of the world, she could be herself. 
The gentle warmth of the fire was 
making her sleepy. She would need 
no sleeping pills tonight, just as 
earlier, the fresh salt air had made 
her hungry. She didn’t have to force 
herself to eat. » 

Connie leaned back in the worn, 
comfortable chair by the hearth and 
sighed to herself. Maybe this was 
what life was really all about, she 
thought. No fancy balls or boring 
dinner parties or rude interviewers. 
Perhaps she and Jeremy should 
settle here once they were married. 
Dear, dear Jeremy, how much he 
has had to put up with. And Connie 
resolved to make it all up to him in 
some way. 

She glanced down at her watch. 
Only ten o’clock, but she could 
hardly keep her eyes open. 
Yawning, she got up and climbed 
the stairs to bed. She hadn’t gone to 
sleep this early since she was a 
child. But for some reason she felt 
exhausted, drained of all energy, 
but also very relaxed and happy. 

Constance slowly opened 

her eyes. Her whole body was 
numb, almost drugged. Her mind 
seemed fogged. She turned over to 
go back to sleep when she heard it 
again. A faint rapping, almost quiet 
enough to be ignored, but not quite. 

Shaking her blonde hair out of 
her eyes, she sat up and moved to 
the side of the bed. Corinie was 
dizzy with sleep and paused for a 
moment to clear her head. The 

(Continued on page 36) 
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f f T17HAT YOU NEED is a house pet. ” 

^ Jonathan Laurenee stopped abruptly on the sidewalk. He glaneed 
around him, but he was alone on the sun-drenched street. 

‘ That’s funny,” he whispered to himself. “I could have sworn someone was 
talking to me.” 

He looked around again, shrugged his shoulders and continued walking to 
his real estate office. The sun was bright, hanging motionless at its eight o’clock 
position. The streets were just coming alive with early morning commuters and 
he could hear the muffled growl of the subway beneath his feet. As he walked 
on, Jonathan Laurence forgot the strange call he had heard. When he reached 
his office, he had put it out of his mind completely. 

“Good morning, Mr. Laurence. Your coffee is ready.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Nelson. Any calls?” 

“This early? Goodness, no. Mr. Penny was by yesterday after you left. He 
said he’d call today about the house on East Hawthorne.” 

Jonathan looked down at his desk and began to sort his papers. He soon be- 
came engrossed in his work, completely forgetting about the passage of time. 
The telephone jangled him out of his involvement. 

“It’s Miss Roberts, Mr. Laurence,” his secretary intoned. “And she sounds 
mighty flustered.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Nelson. Put it through on one.” He punched the phone 
button and greeted his girlfriend. 

“Hi, Jon. How are you today?” (Continued on page 28) 
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The cat’s eyes hardly 
moved as she stared at 
her unknowing victim. 


Sorcery still survives today. 
Here is a model dressed in the 
latest necromancer’s fashion. 



Mrs. Sybil Leek is the world’s 
most famous witch. She’s in the 
midst of mixing a powerful spell. 






“Can’t complain, Cindy,” he 
answered. “It’s too early in the 
morning for that. It’s too nice a day, 
also.” 

“Jon, something’s come up. I 
can’t make it for lunch today.” 

“Anything wrong? You sound a 
bit on edge.” 

“Oh, nothing really,” she sighed. 
“My hoary-h(!aded boss suddenly 
turned rotten this morning. One of 
his deals fell t.irough yesterday and 
there’s an awful lot of work we have 
to catch up on. He thinks we might 
salvage Something if we work fast. 
And that means lunch at the office. 
So our date is postponed.” 

“That’s okay, honey. I know how 
it is. Something has come up here, 
too.” 

“Really? Honey, I’ve only got 
about a minute before Old Man 
Soames finish<*s his coffee. What’s 
the latest?” 

“I’ve decided to get a house pet,” 
Jonathan said. “The tought came to 
me this morning.” 

Mrs. Leek is a "white” witch and 
does only good things— like making 
crops grow and helping everyone. 
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“You mean that I m not enough 
of a pet for you?” she purred. 

“You know that’s not what I 
mean,” he said, his voice dropping 
low. “I’ll keep you posted.” 

“Fine, Jon. Gotta run now. The 
boss beckons.” 

They said their good-byes and he 
returned to his paperwork. Three 
customers called back during the 
morning and he closed deals with all 
of them. He picked up his phone 
and buzzed his secretary. 

“Don’t order for me today, Mrs. 
Nelson. I’ll pick up a sandwich and 
have lunch in the park.” 

Sybil and her raven. She likes 
to use birds much mc^re than cats. 


But Jonathan Laurence never 
arrived at the park that day. 

He trotted down his office 
steps, crossed the shopping center 
mall and headed for Sam’s 
Delicatessen. As he hummed to 
himself, he remembered that he 
wanted to buy a pet. His house was 
getting too quiet lately. Maybe he’d 
buy one and keep it until he and 
Cindy were married. It would have 
to be something that could stand 
long periods alone, and that let a 
dog out of the picture. Fish held no 
interest for him and birds were a 
mess, so when Jonathan was 
abreast of the pet shop, he turned to 


the window and decided to buy a 
cat. 

“Good afternoon, sir,” the aged 
proprietor said. “Can I be of 
service?” 

“Yes. I’m looking for a pet.” 

“Did you have anything 
particular in mind?” 

“Well, I was thinking of a cat.” 

“Ah, very good,” the store owner 
said, rubbing his hands together. 
He indicated a series of cages along 
the far wall. “If you’ll just step this 
way, sir, we’ll see if we can set you 
up with something nice. Or should I 
say ‘someone.’? Cats, after all, do 
have personalities.” 

“I’d like a black cat,” Jonathan 
said impetuously. 

“Black, sir? Not many people 
specifically request black cats,” the 
owner said, his gray eyes twinkling. 
“But you happen to be in luck. I do 
bave one black cat here, but she’s 
no kitten.” 

“That’s fine with me. I don’t 
want to have it, I mean her, eating 
my drapes and getting into all sorts 
of mischief.” 

Jonathan was led to a large 
aluminum cage. He tried to listen to 
the proprietor’s details about the 
difficulty of unloading a black cat, 
but Jonathan’s eyes were locked 
onto the sleek animal. 

It sat in the cage, regal-like, on a 
soft, tufted cushion. The cat’s fur 
was as black as the bottomless pit of 
Hell, his mind jerked alarmingly as 
it made the reference, but he 
pushed the thought from his 
consciousness. If there was one 
thing Jonathan Laurence prided 
himself on, it was his complete 
disbelief in things supernatural. 
When the cat’s eyes glared into his, 
the stare was inhumanly piercing. 
He knew he had to have the cat. He 
would pay anything for it. 

“How much is it?” 

“Oh, she is a real bargain, sir. I 
can’t seem to get rid of her and here 
you are requesting her. Fine, fine. I 
can let you have her for, oh, three 
dollars.” 

“Only three dollars? She really is 
a fine animal. She must be worth 
ten times the price.” 

“That may be, sir, but my price 
stands.” 

Jonathan smiled and took out his 
wallet. He extracted a five-dollar 
bill and told the owner to give him 
the change in cat food. 

“Oh no, sir, that would never do,” 
the old man said. “This cat must 
eat only the kind of food you would 
eat. I know that sounds odd, sir, but 
she is, after all, a very special cat.” 

“And she must have a wonderful 
personality, as you put it.” He 
(Continued on page 38 ) 
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T he big rifle cracked again and again 
echoing out across the flat floor of the 
valley. The three riders drove their horses 
at breakneck speed over the hard grey clay. 
Zulus, like most Kaffir people, were not noted 
as riflemen. But whoever was blazing away 
with that .500 express rifle had had plenty of 
good target practice! 

The Negro on the white pony lurched in the 
saddle, as theelephant-killingslugtorethrough 
his lungs and pitched headfirst to the ground. 
The rifle boomed again and the white man on 
the lead horse skidded in the dust as his 
horse dropped dead beneath him. The Negro 
on the remaining horse swerved his mount 
to keep from running him down and kept 
going toward the safety of the ring of wagons 
a hundred yards away. 

Halfway there another bullet caught up with 
him. It clobbered him with an ugly wet slap 
and took the top of his head off. His riderless 
horse circled the wagons and ran off across 
thevelt. 

The white man was on his feet now and 
running for the wagons on a zigzag course, 
still clutching his Winchester. A bulletslapped 
at the clay near his feet and screamed wildly 
as it richocheted over the wagons. With a 
last desperate burst of speed he reached the 
wagons and dived headfirst over the thorn- 
bush barricade piled between two wagons. 

“Good show!” said a voice in English as 
Karl Leydecker rolled to a sitting position. 
Leydecker looked up into a cheerful red face. 

“By Jove, you gave the beggars a run for 
it!” the Englishman laughed. “We’ve been 
encircled here for three days now by these 
infernal blacks. I didn’t think there was an- 
other white man within a hundred miles.” 

"There isn't now,” Leydkker answered dry- 
ly with a slight Dutch accent. “We were jump- 
ed this morning. Must have surprised the 
Zulu as much as it did us when we came 
over the pass and rode right into the back of 
their camp. Had to leave the wagons and run 
for it. Those of us that were mounted almost 
made it. But a couple of those bastards are 
good shots-too good." 

Leydecker was on his feet now and looked 
around him. The English had drawn their 
twelve long wagons into a circle nearly fifty 
feet across. The spaces between the wagons 
were filled in with thorns of the notorious 
“wait-a-bit” bush. Baggage and feed bags 
had been piled in (Continued on page58) 
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by WHITTIER FOWLES, Ph.D. 


L ast issue, my column was 
devoted entirely to the dread 
phenomenon of the vampire. And 
now I intend to complete the 
other half of the picture. Strange, 
isn't it, that vampires and were- 
wolves should be automatically 
associated with each other? But, 
then, perhaps not. Maybe at the 
very beginnings of the world, 
these legends — or these realities! 
— were one in the same. A crea- 
ture who lived on human blood 
and who could change into animal 
form at will, breathing living ter- 
ror into the hearts of frightened 
folk huddled around a blazing bon- 
fire late at night. But all this is 
mere guesswork. We know prac- 
tically nothing of the early his- 
tory of our ancestors and what 
they feared most of all. But 
enough of this. Let us get down to 
the subject for today — the were- 
wolf I 

Lycanthropy, derived from the 
Greek lukos (wolf) and anthropos 
(man) is certainly one of our most 
ancient superstitions. Roughly, 
it is the transformation, the 
changing, of a human being into 
an animal. Which animal, de- 
pends entirely on the locale. In 
Ancient Greece, for example, 
men could turn themselves into 
dogs; in India and Asia, they were 
tigers; the transformation in Rus- 
sia was that of a bear; and the 
leopard was the special animal 
of the African nations. There is 
great confusion as to whether 
these changes were voluntary or 
32 



involuntary, temporary or perma- 
nent. No one knows for sure, and 
the surviving records are contra- 
dictory. 

As an interesting sidelight, the 
animal most favored during the 
early Christian era was the ass or 
donkey. Many, many histories 
and well-documented cases still 
are in existence. For the inter- 
ested student, I would recom- 
mend The Golden Ass by Apuleius 
of Rhodes (in Robert Graves's 
translation), a second-century 
A.D. author. It deals with his 
transformation and consequent 
adventures — and it's an interest- 
ing story besides! St. Augustine 
in his City of God also cites sev- 
eral clear-cut examples of lycan- 
thropy. It is very obvious that the 
early Church Fathers firmly be- 
lieved in its existence. 

And now we come to were- 
wolves. As you can see, "were- 
wolf" and"lycanthrope" do not 
mean exactly the same thing; 
rather, "werewolf" is a form, but 
certainly not the sole form, of 
lycanthropy. The word "were- 
wolf" comes from our Anglo- 
Saxon ancestors — mer (man) and 
wi//;^ (wolf). 

Luckily, as far as the plight of 
the poor wolfman went, we have 
more information. There were 
two kinds. First, voluntary. These 
persons were cannibals and de- 
lighted in the taste of human 
blood. They were also possessed 
of some magical powers. But 
certain spells had to be cast first. 
They stripped their clothing and 
put on a mantle of human flesh; 
over this they donned a wolf's 
hide. The brains of an animal 
were consumed, followed by the 
drinking of water found in a wolf's 
paw print on the ground — and the 
transformation was complete. 
France of the Dark Ages and 


medieval period saw a great deal 
of this form of activity. Were- 
wolves were called loups-garous 
at this time. There is a very 
famous poem by the sixteenth- 
century writsr Marie de France, 
called jffiscla'/ert. the song of the 
werewolf. If you ever happen to 
come across a copy of this rare 
poem in youir library, read it. It's 
fascinating. 

The second form a werewolf 
could take was an involuntary 
one. Perfectly innocent persons 
(or not-so-innocent. In Armenia, 
for example, a sinful woman must 
be condemned to spend seven 
years in the shape of a wolf be- 
fore she could be forgiven. And 
there are numerous accounts of 
saints being changed into wolves 
and other animals until their souls 
were made clean again.) suffered 
through the witchcraft of others. 
A medieval sorcerer had the 
power to change anyone he 
wished into a wolf. But all was 
not lost for the enchanted one. He 
had several means open to him to 
regain his true shape. The man- 
wolf could overcome the spell by: 
kneeling in one spot for 100 
years; losing three drops of 
blood; having the Sign of the 
Cross made over his head; being 
addressed on different occasions 
by this baptismal name; and hav- 
ing his forcihead struck three 
times with a k nife. 

T here ISi an ancient, fasci- 
nating tiadition common to 
almost every nation in the world. 
The day after Christmas, a lame 
boy goes into the streets calling 
forth all the slaves of Satan to 
follow him. If anyone hesitates, 
a tail man comes with a whip and 
lashes him most cruelly. Once 
these unfortunates are on the 
(Continued on page 4s) 




Dear Sir: 

Imagine my surprise when I 
opened the pages of your very 
interesting magazine and found a 
story about my old friend, Gabriel 
Varney. The last time I saw him 
(why, it must be fifty years ago at 
least) he mentioned something 
about becoming a detective. But 
naturally I never took him seriously. 
I wanted to be a ballerina myself, 
and I guess Gab didn’t believe me 
either. It turned out he was right 
and I was wrong. I’m now a 
grandmother many times over and 
never got any further to the stage 
than to take a few dancing lessons. 
But dear, dear Gabe realized his 
intentions! 

Would you please be so kind as to 
forward this letter to him? I would 
love to hear from him again. Fifty 
years — my, time really does fly! 

Kathleene Corwaine Nesbitt 
(We are happy to oblige you, Mrs. 
Nesbitt. When we contacted Mr. 
Varney he was delighted to hear 
from you. Any more of Gabe’s old 
schooF chums who care to write to 
him are very welcome. And, Mrs. 
Nesbitt, we also hope' you enjoy 
another of Gabriel’s fascinating 
cases that is going to appear in this 
issue. The ED.) 

Dear Sir; 

Is there any sure way to tell if a 
grave contains a vampire without 
having to open it up? I know this 
sounds silly and all — especially 
coming from a reasonably-educated 
person living in the Twentieth 
Century — but so many strange 
things have been happening here in 
K---(not wanting to cause 
unnecessary alarm, we have deleted 
the real name of the town and state. 
The ED.) that I don’t know what to 
make of it. 

We’re all so tired lately and many 


of us have strange sores on our necks 
that won’t heal. And I’ve noticed 
that many of the townspeople have 
developed an odd, dull look in their 
eyes. 

Please, is there any way we can 
tell if vampires are about? I’m 
afraid we haven’t a moment to lose. 

Name Withheld 
By Request 


(We’ve asked our own Whittier 
Fowles on this one. And it just so 
happened that he had intended to 
go a column on vampirism anyway. 
Please refer to his column, 
“Adventures In Witchcraft” in this 
issue. But a word of advice: all this 
could possibly be caused by 
something else — perhaps something 
in your drinking water or in the air 
or even in the soil. Check with your 
Board of Health. Not every 
unexplained happening is caused by 
the supernatural — only most of 
them! The Assoc. ED.) 


Dear Sir: 

I am the woman who wrote in to 
you about the ghosts in my house 
(February issue) and now want to 
thank you personally for the help 
you have given me. 

I was truly surprised at the 
amount and volume of mail I 
received. It was so kind of you to 
take the trouble to forward it. 

At last count I’ve had 249 sincere 
replies and a few crank letters, but I 
guess it takes all kinds. Anyway, 
we’ve tried the various spells, 
charms and things your readers 
suggested. And we have found one 
that really worked. 

It’s salt! Just sprinkle it around 
the rooms. In a few days all the 
ghosts had vanished. Of course I 
will admit I rather miss them — or at 
least a few of the less obnoxious 
ones — but it’s something I’ll just 
have to get used to. 

Once more, I want to thank both 
you and all the lovely people who 
wrote in to me and my family. 

Mrs. Martha Scott 


Dear Sir: 

I was wond ering if anyone could 
tell me whether or not vampire 
bats are native to this country. I 
live on a farm. One day I noticed 
my pet cat wa s missing. A week la- 
ter I found her corpse in the barn- 
— and there v/asn’t a drop of blood 
in her body. Next day some 
chickens were lost, then a dog, and 
finally a whole flock of geese 
couldn’t be found. I discovered a 
dehydrated body that I think may 
be a chicken, behind the woodshed. 
Some neighbors came across the 
dog’s corpse by the road. I’m still 
looking for the rest of the animals. 

I know they v/ill all be completely 
bloodless. Wt; do have bats in our 
barn. Do you think some of them 
cou Id be vampires or is that species 
located just in South America? 

Sven Goldrung 

Dear Sir: 

What can I do with a ghost who 
won’t leave me alone? 1 found it in a 
haunted house I went to once as a 
child, and it refuses to give me any 
peace. Nobody else can see it except 
me, but it’s annoying as hell. It 
mimicks me and makes fun of^me 
constantly. What should I do? 

S.N. 

(Teach it to sing and then go on 
Amateur Hour. You could do a duet 
like “Me and My Shadow” or 
something similar. But seriously, 
have you ever asked it politely to go 
away? Ghosts, are very sensitive to 
insult, you know. Be nice to it and 
it’ll be nice to you. A little Golden 
Rule action is good for the living 
and the dead! The Cleaning Lady) 

The EDITORS of HORROR 
STORIES are happy to print your 
comments hnd any replies that you, 
our readers, wish to send in to us. 
Address all mail to: 

The Editor 
HORROR STORIES 
Stanley Publications, Inc. 

Suite 210 
261 Fifth A\’e. 

New York, N.Y. 10016 
Write that letter today and see 
your own name in print! 

THE END 
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An Hilarious Optical Illusion 




Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 
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GIRL WHO DIED TWICE 
(Continued from page 25 ) 

rapping was louder now. 

She got up — and the coldness of 
the floor fully awakened her. 

“Oh my God,” she whispered. 
“This isn’t the dream!” Her heart 
began to beat so hard she could hear 
it pounding in her ears. 

Her hand gripped the bedpost. 

“No,” she said aloud. “I must go 
down and see. I must see this to the 
end.” 

Trembling, she put on a dressing 
gown and hunted for her slippers. 
All the while the tapping and 
scratching were becoming louder. 

Constance decided against 
turning on any lights. She would 
peer out the window first to see 
who — or what — was outside, 
without letting him— it — know that 
anyone was at home. 

She crept slowly down the stairs, 
carefully testing each step against 
its creaking. Keeping to the wall 
and avoiding the center of each 
board, Connie held her breath to 
slow down her hammering heart. 
Each step was terror. One small 
noise would give away her presence. 
Just like the horrible dream — only 
it was real, it was happening. 
Painfully she reached the landing, 
then quickly darted around the 
corner. Luckily most of the 
living room was in complete 
darkness and she was able to keep 
in the shadows. She glanced 
fearfully at the front door. It was 
firmly locked and bolted. 

Sliding around to a window, she 
tried to peer under the heavy 
muslin curtain to see outside, but 
there was no space between the 
material and the ledge., She looked 
hopefully across to the other 
window on the opposite side of the 
door, but it too offered no help. The 
knocking and scraping increased. 
Connie cleared her throat. 

“Who is it?” The firmness in her 
voice surprised her. 

“A friend. Open up.” 

“Who are you?” 

“Charles Granville. You 
remember. The cemetary.” 

“Oh.” She fumbled at the door 
knob, then hesitatingly said, 
“Please come in.” 

The door swung open to reveal 
Granville, dressed as he was for the 
funeral, in deepest black. He 
stepped in and smiled. “Sorry 
about this late hour, but I had to see 
you.” 

“What ever for, Mr. Granville? I 


caine here lor a rest. I want no 
visitors — not now anyway. I . . 
The rest of her sentence trailed off 
into silence. 

Get dressed,” the man ordered, 
his eyes glowing. “The night grows 
short and we have much to do. 
You’ll not need a coat. This will 
keep you waim.” He pointed to his 
long cloak. “But wear something on 
your head. This is 
a— formal— occasion.” 

Coiinie found herself going back 
upstairs. It wasn’t that she wanted 
to, or even that she didn’t; but her 
will seemed to have been 
submerged somehow in a far greater 
whole. 

She ^resseii automatically. And 
selecting the heavy weil she had 
worn to disguise herself from 
puWicity and photographers on the 
train, she walked down again. 

Granville was waiting by the foot 
of the stairs. “Here, put this on.” 

He placed the cape around her 
shoulders. The weight of it almost 
caused Constance to lose her 
balance. “Steady, there. You’ll soon 
get used to it. In fact you’ll get used 
to lot of things before you’re very 
much older. Come. The time draws 
near.” 

He led her into the night. There 
was no moon row, and the wind had 
died down, leaving the beach as still 
and as quiet as the first day^of 
creation. Connie felt no chill ‘of 
winter with the strange cloak on her 
shoulders. 

“Where are you taking me,” she 
murmured dazedly to the man 
beside her. 

“To a special place that only I 
know of. It’s in ruins now, covered 
up by sifting sand and rushes. I 
used to live there many, many years 
ago. Ah, this night, this time — what 
memories it brings back to me. 
Listen.” 

Granville began singing in a 
strong baritone voice. The words to 
his song were a strange, long- 
forgotten language. And the melody 
was filled wii;h unnatural, half- 
finished cadences. In spite of its 
strangeness, Constance understood 
the song perfectly. Visions began 
appearing before her as the music 
picked up in tempo. 

“Stop!” she screamed suddenly. 

“I know what you are now and l will 
not follow you ! ’ A surge of fear had 
destroyed the man’s hypnotic hold 
over her. Constance tore from his 
grasp and flung the heavy cape to 
the ground. Shi; ran. She ran faster 
than she had ever done in her life. 
Small plants and bushes seemed to 
reach out to her, to try to stop her 
flight. Over the ice-frozen sand she 
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flew — until with a strangled gasp 
she felt herself pitch forward" into a 
great abyss. 

She had come home. 

“Where am I?” she murmured 
softly when once again she came to 
life. 

“Here,” was the laconic reply. A 
match was struck. Granville’s face 
loomed evilly in the quick glare. He 
smiled and leaned foreward to light 
a candle. 

Constance felt the cold stone 
under her. Her eyes soon used to the 
darkness were able to pick out 
objects in the murkiness of the 
small, long closed off room. “I am in 
a tomb,” she said evenly. Somehow 
it really didn’t matter. 

“Correct, my dear. My tomb, and 
now yours. I had to bring you here to 
this. That is why I met you on the 
day of the funeral. I could see that 
you were unhappy, dissatisfied with 
life. You wanted more. And you 
shall have it. You are a most 
fortunate woman for I have chosen 
you out of every other female on 
Earth — to be my partner.” 

“Your wife? Impossible. I love 
another,” she said dully. 

“Jeremy. I know about him also. 
Go ahead. Marry him. Your being 
another man’s wife will hinder me 
not in the least.” 

“How is that possible?” 
Constance yawned. She felt so 


REVENGE OF THE WITCH 
(Continued from page 29 ) 

accepted his change and picked up 
the carrying case containing his new 
pet. 

“And may she bring you many 
hours of happy entertainment,” the 
proprietor called after him. 

Jonathan decided to take his cat 
home. He opened the case and the 
black animal leaped out, then 
bounded onto his lounging chair. He 
crossed the room, intent on moving 
the animal, when it’s green eyes 
focused on his and seemed to stare 
right through him. Suddenly a 
terrible pain leaped through his 
body, doubling him over in agony. 
He sank to his knees, clutching his 
stomach. Beads of perspiration 
spraiig out on his brow. Without 
warning he felt his skin grow warm, 
then it began to burn. He moaned 
and raised his head, trying to look 
at the cat. It seemed to smile and 
suddenly the pain ceased. He 
crawled to his phone and dialed his 
office. 

“Mrs. . . . Mrs. Nelson. This 
is . . . Jonathan . . . Mr. . . . 
Laurence. I won’t be in this 


warm and sleepy. “I have given you 
immortality, power, dominion over 
time and space. You may have your 
piddling Earthly love, if you wish. 
But you can also have more — much 
more.” 

Connie’s hands went to her 
throat. She gasped. 

“Do not worry. The scars will heal 
in a few hours. Now come to me.” 

Constance arose from the slab 
and stood facing him. His fangs, 
grown long in the flickering light, 
gleamed like the tapers themselves. 
Once more he lowered his head. 

She gave a gasp and writhed in 
agony-ecstasy as knife points 
pierced the soft flesh of her neck. 
Granville’s tongue gently lapped up 
the few trickl(}s of blood that still 
flowed. 

“In a few hours it will be day. You 
may leave v/henever you wish. 
There is no danger,” he said, 
sensing a feeling of panic in 
Constance. Quickly adding, “We 
can only be active at nightfall. But 
we may move unencumbered in the 
day or sleep, whatever we wish, 
when will you be leaving?” 

Constance smiled broadly, her 
teeth also shining like knife-point 
fires. “Tomorrow. I want very much 
to see Jeremy. So young and strong 
and healthy. I’m sure he will be 
delighted with the surprise I have 
for him.” 

THE END 

afternoon. No, nothing is wrong. It 
must have been lunch . . . what I 
ate for lunch, '^'^es, all right. Tea and 
lemon. Good-bye.” 

He hung up the phone and 
searched for the cat. It was nowhere 
in sight. 

TT HE TELEl^HONE jangled him 
out of a storm-tossed sea of 
nightmares. He faintly recalled the 
horror of his journey. His body had 
been pierced, jjummeled and torn. 
The air was hot, stifling, as he was 
journeyed through the very borders 
of Hell. The ptiin had been beyond 
belief and he had awakened in 
twisted, sweat-soaked sheets. 
Jonathan reached over to the night 
table and pulled the phone into his 
bed. 

“Yes?” he gasped. 

“Hello, lover. This is your 
girlfriend. In case you’ve forgotten.” 

“Cindy ... I ... I haven’t 
forgotten. Yes, our date. I’m sorry. I 
got sick after lunch. Something I 
ate.” 

“What did you have for lunch?” 

He plumbed the depths of his 
mind before answering. “Lunch? 
No lunch. I remember now. I didn’t 




eat. I bought the pet. Yes. I bought 
the pet and then I came home and I 
got sick. Breakfast. Breakfast made 
me sick.” 

“How do you feel now? Any 
better? Would you like me to come 
over?” 

“I’m better but I’d like you 
here ...” 

His voice chocked off into a 
muffled cry of terror as waves of 
white-hot pain lanced through his 
body. His tortured brain cried out 
for relief against the onslaught of 
frayed nerve endings. The phone 
was too heavy to hold. He didn’t 
have the strength. It was too painful 
to support. Jonathan’s head fell 
back against the pillow and he 
managed to croak out .a few words. 

“No,” he said, trying to keep his 
voice steady. “I’ll be all right. Don’t 
come over.” 

“Jonathan, Jonathan, wait!” 
Cindy screamed. “This afternoon. 
Tell me something. What kind of 
pet did you buy?” 

“A . . . black . . . cat,” he 
moaned. The searing agony reached 
a new peak and his body arched. It 
strained off the bed, then Jonathan 
collapsed into unconsciousness. 

' “Wake up,” a voice commanded. 

Jonathan stirred, but not soon 
enough. The glowing fires of Hell 
twisted through his veins. When the 
pain ceased, he opened his eyes. A 
woman’s shape fluttered into view. 
He tried to focus her face. 

“Cindy?” he gasped. 

“No, I am not Cindy,” the woman 
said contemptuously. “I do suppose 
it is time we were introduced. But 
let us go into the living room. Your 
strength is restored. You may rise.” 

He followed her to his living room 
and she settled into his lounge 
chair. He sat on the sofa across from 
her. Jonathan began to shiver, then 
the chills subsided. 

“I liked this chair Jrom the 
moment you brought me here.” 

“Who . . . what are you?” 

“Ah yes, all in good time.” The 
woman smiled, revealing white, 
even teeth. She shook her head from 
side to side and her raven hair 
billowed softly. 

“I am Selena. I was your cat. 
Now, for as long as I desire, I am a 
woman.” 

“A witch?” he asked 
incredulously. 

“Yes,” she said. “Do you not 
believe, mortal? Ah, my power is 
strong enough to convince you, too. 
And you shall die, begging for 
mercy, acknowledging my power 
and the sins of your ancestors. 

“I have been a cai; for quite some 
time, mortal. But that was part of 
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the plan. A cat may outlive its 
master and then disappear." Who 
will suspect? Will anyone question 
the loss of a cat? No. But a person is 
a different matter. No human being 
can live too long without being 
hunted to the ends of the earth. 
This enabled me to stay around and 
to fulfill the curse visited upon your 
pious forebears. 

“They burned my mother at a 
stake three hundred years ago. She 
was innocent and yet they roasted 
her flesh, calling on the name of 
their foolish savior. I was a witch 
even then, as I am now. I escaped. 
And I swore vengeance on the 
descendants of all those connected 
with that foul trial. As they have 
suffered down through the 
centuries, so shall you suffer. And 
you have already tasted a portion of 
my power.” 

“Jesus, save me,” Jonathan 
moaned. 

“That does no good, fool!” Selena 
said. “And now you shall experience 
the torture suffered by my mother 
so long ago.” 

J ONATHAN FELT his skin 
growing warm. He shifted on the 
couch. Selena’s green eyes seemed 
to spit fire. He could feel his sweat 
soaking through his pajamas. 

“As they burned my mother, so 
shall you burn. For you are the last 
of the old line of Lawren. So feared 
and so terrified were they of this 
curse that they changed their name, 
even their residence, not knowing 
that my power would seek them out 
and destroy them. They gave you 
up for adoption, hoping the change 
of your name would save you. But 
my power was greater. Now feel the 
flames, mortal, and call on me for a 
merciful end.” 

Waves of red fog drifted over 
Jonathan’s vision. His body was 
tormented. He was burning alive. 
Slowly he toppled, and pitched 
down to the carpet. His mouth 
worked but no words came forth. 

“You beg, mortal, but not loud 
enough. I shall show you the mercy 
my mother was shown, on that 
Salem hilltop.” 


SHIP OF THE DEAD 
(Continued from page 20) 

crates, once stacked neatly and 
secure, lay piled against the left side 
of the hull. The two men bent to 
examine the frayed lashings. 

“Smith! Where the devil is 
Smith?” 

The young sailor came on the run. 
Aimes turned to face him, placing 
his face next to the young man. 


Suddenly a cry of agony pierced 
the room and v/aves of cooling foam 
washed over Jonathan’s body. The 
screams continued and through a 
fog of receding pain he saw Selena 
crumble and fall to the floor. Her 
screams died suddenly as she burst 
into a flash of blue-white flame. 
Then she was gone, drifting out 
through the fireplace and up the 
chimney in a foul-smelling haze. 

Jonathan turned his head. It took 
all his remaining strength. Before 
he lost consciousness, he saw Cindy 
smiling down on him. Then he 
slept. 

He awoke to find Cindy spooning 
hot soup into h s mouth. The liquid 
dribbled -down his chin as he tried to 
speak. 

“Hush, darling.” 

“But Selena . . .” 

“Selena is destroyed, Jonathan.” 

“Then you . . . But how?” 

Cindy placed the bowl of soup on 
the night table and smiled. She 
brushed her blonde hair from her 
eyes and began uer explanation. 

“There was no way for me to 
track down Selena before tonight. I 
was able to defeat her only because 
some of her power was being used to 
destroy you. 

“The night Selena’s mother was 
burned as a witch, I also was in 
Salem. Both women were guilty of 
sorcety, or casting spells and 
brinpng disease to the community. 
A direct ancestor of yours, a long 
way back through the years, was the 
chief magistratE' of the court which 
sentenced both women to death. 
Selena damned everyone connected 
with the trial. My mother knew the 
truth of the charges against Selena 
and she vowed to protect your 
family.” 

“Then you’re a witch also?” he 
asked, retreating on the bed. 

“Relax.” She smiled. “Not all 
witches are evil. ’ 

“Did Selena know about you?” 

“Only indirectly. She knew there 
was a power thwarting her attempts 
on the descendants of Lawren.” 

“Will you stay, now that you’ve 
saved me?” JonEithan asked. 

“I’ll stay v/ith you forever, 
darling.” the end 


“What’s your explanation for 
this? Let me warn you. it better be 
good. If we were in a storm, we’d be 
on the bottom right now.” 

“Captain, take a good look at 
these ropes. Tliey’re frayed. One 
light wave and they were ready to 
go,” Swenson said. 

“They’re new ropes.” Smith said 
with amazement. 

“Impossible.” Aimes yelled. 

“Captain, look,” Smith said, 
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pushing a sheaf of yellow papers 
toward the captain. “Right there, 
sir. They came in this morning and I 
checked the last of the cargo. 
Captain, look at the rest of the 
ropes. These are fresh. You can see 
for yourself.” 

“He’s right. Captain,” Swenson 
said. “They are new ropes. There’s 
still a label on this one.” 

“Then how could this haye 
happened? They weren’t cut,” 

“It could be ghosts, sir.” Smith 
said. 

“Belay that,” Aimes declared. 
“Don’t start any talk with the crew 
either. Bonnie’s been here 
before . . 

“It’s not your daughter, sir. It’s 
the new fellow, the Cook. The 
messboys say he’s a witch doctor or 
something.” 

“Well, that would explain his 
lousy cooking,” Swenson said 
sarcastically. 

Their conference was interrupted 
by an explosion. The ship waddled 
in the swells. Aimes raced to the 
intercom and jabbed a button. 

“Engine room, engine room, this 
is the Captain. What’s going on?” 

“Bad trouble,” a yoice said aboye 
the sounds of screams. “Our 
number one steam line burst and 
tried two men. They’re dead. 
There’s a third one here in pretty . 
bad shape. I don’t think he’ll make 
it.” 

“I’ll be right there,” Aimes said. 

As the three men in the cargo 
hold started aft, the voice-box on 
the wall buzzed again. Aimes swore 
and ran back to the instrument. 

“Captain, this is McGuire. We 
haye ice floes ahead! ” 

;‘What?” 

“Ice, Captain. As far as I can 
see.” 

“Any icebergs?” 

“No, sir,” the voice replied. 

“I’m heading aft for the engine 
room.” Aimes said. “If the situation 
changes, call me immediately.” 

The captain. Smith and Swenson 
raced through the ship’s interior. 
Aimes sought some explanation for 
the deadly chain of eyents. The 
death of Malone, the ropes, the ice, 
and now the explosion all pointed to 
a supernatural power intent on 
sinking the Hong Kong Susie. 


to Hong Kong Susie, she ain’t no 
icebreaker. If this gets any worse, 
the hull will collapse like tin-foil.” 
“How about repairs?” 

“I’ve got the crew working double 
time on the boiler. We should be 
able to get up steam in about 
twenty minutes. Smith has a party 
working on the cargo. We’re shaping 
up.” ' 

The damage report was 
interrupted by a muffled sound in 
the passageway. Both men looked 
up in time to see someone being 
hustled into the cabin. Aimes rose 
to his feet. 

“What’s going on here? I gave 
■ strict orders ...” 

“Stov^way, Captain. We found 
him hiding in number one hold.” 

“Stowaway, eh?” Aimes ad- 
dressed the middle-aged man. 
The captain sized him up quickly: 
about 47. gray, receding hairline. “I 
suppose you can give me an 
explanation.” 

“Most certainly. Captain. My 
name is Harry Michaels and I am a 
marked man. Your cook. I believe. 
But there is someone on this ship. 
Yes. I think it would be Hirsani.” 

“That’s not his name,” Aimes 
said. 

“Whatever. But I have no wish to 
see all your men die.” 

“That’s the limit!” Aimes roared. 
“Fve had enough of this mumbo- 
jumbo about our cook. Smith, gfet 
me Honi. And be quick about it.” 

“Now what’s all this about, 
Michaels,” Airaes asked, when a 
detachment of 1 he crew had gone to 
fetch the new man. 

“Hirsani wmnts me dead.” 
Michaels’s hands fluttered. “I had 
some business dealings with his 
father. The market shifted and the 
old man was v/iped out. I tried to 
explain that it wasn’t my fault, but 
Hirsani blamed me for that, and 
other misfortunes.” His voice 
wavered as he spoke. “I tried to flee, 
to cover my trail. But Hirsani was 
one step behind. He worked his evil 
gradually. First my business 
collapsed. Then my . . . my loved 
ones grew ill, gravely sick. I 
contacted some friends at Milan 
Import-Export and they agreed to 
ship me out of the country. But I 
heard what was occurring aboard 


ww 

*▼ HAT DO YOU make of it, 
Chief?” 

Swenson frowned. “It doesn’t 
look good. Captain. We haven’t 
been at sea for one day yet. and four 
men are dead. We’re trapped in an 
ice floe when it’s spring and this 
area should be calm. And the ice is 
getting tighter. With all due respect 


ship.” 

“And you’re ready to die. to give 
up and let him kill you?” Swenson 
asked incredulously. 

“To save my wife, my daughter 
and her famiR’. Yes. And to save 
your crew. Captain. They deserve to 
live. I have been a selfish man.” 

“Hogwash, Michaels. What 
about this Hirsani . . . er. Honi? 
What about his selfishness, going to 
any lengths to kill you?” 





“I cannot judge that man, 
Captain. And it woidd do no good, 
for he has the power over our lives.” 

When the ship’s cook was thrust 
through the doorway, he glanced 
sullenly around the cabin. When his 
eyes fastened on Michaels, he 
grinned evilly. 

“I see you have come to your 
senses, my friend.” Hirsani said. 

“Honi . . . er. Hirsani. I order 
you to stop this madness.” Aimes 
shouted. 

“It will do no good. Captain. If 
you do not turn this man over to me, 
to do with as I see fit, then vou shall 
all die.” 

As if to accent his threat, the hull 
creaked and groaned. The ice was 
closing its tight grip. Aimes knew 
his ship could not take much more. 

“And you will die with us also.” 
Swenson said. ' 

Hirsani merely shrugged. “But 
my father’s death will be avenged.” 

“I didn’t kill him!” Michaels 
screamed. 

“But your business dealings 
forced him to take his own life. And 
for that you must die . ” 

“I’ve no intention of turning 
anyone over to you.” Aimes said. 

Almost before he had finished 
speaking, the ship vibrated in the 
ice’s grasp. The intercom over the 
side-board buzzed. 

“Captain,” cried an anguished 
voice. “The bow plates are opening 
up!” 

“Okay Hirsani. you win.” 

“Captain, this is blackmail.” 
Swenson yelled. 

“And our lives, Mr. Swenson. 
Yours, mine, the crew’s and my 
daughter. Balance them off against 
our Mr. Michaels. Mr. Michaels, 
I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be. Captain,” the man 
replied. “I just hope Hirsani here 
makes it quick.” 

“It will be slow and it will be 
painful,” Hirsani said with glee. 

A crowd of sailors ^watched 
Hirsani lead his captive down the 
deck to the stern of the Hong Kong 
Susie. In the bleak light of the moon 
reflecting off the ice floes, they saw 
an ax come crashing down. It sliced 
into Michaels’s body as the man 
jerked on the deck, screaming in 
agony. At last it was over and 
Hirsani wielded the ax one more 
time, slicing the head from the 
corpse and pushing the remains 
over the side. As if appeased with 
the sacrifice, the ice released its 
death-grip on the freighter and she 
wallowed in the clearing seas. 

“Continue on course for 
Amsterdam,” Aimes said. Then he 
walked to the front of the bridge 
where he filled his lungs with the 
brisk ocean breeze. the end 
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Year of delightful experiences. Send $1.00 
ROYAL-( MLJ-17 ) BOX 1548 
POMPANO BEACH, FLA. 33061 


I YOUNG ENGLISH GIRL 
is would like to hear from any gentle- ^ 
A man interested in obtaining photos 
S or films of an unusual nature. Please id 
» send no money, just write to Miss P. 
g Lockwood, 316 Earisfield Rd. London, § 
§ S.W. 18, England. io! 
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BLOOD-MAD GHOUL 
(Continued from page 16) 

the misty night. When I sgw the girl 
step onto the road, I slammed on 
the brakes and threw the car into a 
skidding turn. I glanced in my rear 
view mirror and saw the mist 
swirling around her tattered dress. 
She lay face down on the tarmac. 

Both her eyes had been gouged 
out and her empty, bloody sockets 
sent an icy chill up my spine. She 
opened her mouth speak but only 
blood trickled out. Whoever had 
removed her eyes had also cut out 
her tongue. I grimaced, then lifted 
her and carried the shivering body 
to my car. She moaned constantly 
and her* arm pointed from the 
direction she had come. I made a 
turn on the highway and raced back 
to town. After dropping her off at 
the emergency ward at Municipal 
Hospital, I drove to the police 
station. 

“I’m pretty sure it’s the same 
man. the one responsible for the 
others,” Henderson said. “But I 
don’t know ho^v we’re going to get 
her to tell us anything. She’s 
critically injured and in shock from 
loss of blood.” 

“Can you get us in to see her?” 

“The doctor might get us in. If 
she comes around.” 

We drove up to the hospital and 
left the car in the lot. The corridor 
was quiet. We saw the resident fn 
charge of the case. 

“She’s conscious now, but very 
weak,” he told us. “I don’t think 
she’s going to make it.” 

We walked slowly down the 
corridor and the intern left us in 
front of the room. I took a deep 
breath and walked into the hushed 
quiet while Henderson approached 
the bed. 

“Can you hea r us?” 

The girl moaned. 

Henderson tried a few more 
questions and got the same 
response. 

“Was it a man?” 

The girl nodded her head. Her 
arm began to wave from side to side, 
perhaps in an ar.tempt to indicate a 
direction. 

“Was it west? On the west side of 
town?” 

She nodded her head, moaned 
and drew one last, ragged breath. 
Chief Henderson checked her pulse 
and shook his head wearily. 

“She’s gone.” 

“But she gave us a clue. The west 
side of the city. That’s where she 
was cut up.” 

“And what is; on the west side? 
About two hundred square blocks of 
apartments, businesses, schools, 






offices.” 

“But at least it’s a start.” 

“That’s true. Okay, we won’t get 
anything else here. Let’s go.” 

We told the doctor about the 
girl’s death and walked to the 
hospital’s cafeteria. Henderson 
called his office, relayed the details 
and we had coffee. 

“I don’t understand it,” 
Henderson remarked. “We have six 
dead girls now, with a new wrinkle. 
I don’t know how we can stop him 
before he strikes again. ’ 

“I don’t think you have to worry 
about him. At least for awhile.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The first five girls were 
decapitated. The sixth girl was not. 
I don’t think he really meant to kill 
her, or to use her as he did the other 
five. She was just unlucky.” 

“But how does she tie in with the 
others?” 

“That’s what I should be asking 
you. Chief.” 

T' HE CALL came through the 
next morning and the message was 
brief and terse. “Whoever you are 
please listen. I need help. I’m in a 
loft^at 382 West Main. Hurry.” 
Click. 

I stared at the phone and jiggled 
the button. The line was dead. The 
voice was that of a young girl. I ran 
out of the office and down the steps. 
There was no time to let anyone 
know where I was going. I just had 
to get there in time. 

I jumped three lights and got over 
to the address about ten minutes 
after the call. The building was in a 
deserted section of town near the 
old piers. I swung the Ford to the 
curb and glace d at the 
weatherbeaten stone facade of the 
building. The address vi^as right and 
I bounded up the steps, squeezed 
through the broken slats 
barricading the doors, and r^ed up 
to the loft. As I went higher in the 
building, I heard a shrill, piercing 
scream echo in the musty 
dampness. The cry was one of sheer 
terror. 

At the top step I stumbled over a 
round, white object ard fell to my 
knees. It rolled across the landing 
and stopped under a dusty window. 
I saw that it was a skull, with two 
holes bored into it. I gasped, rose to 
my feet and slammed against the 
door. 

The old wood splintered and I 
tumbled through the broken shards 
of the door. I was in a laboratory 
and a fiend was saying: “Welcome 
to my workshop. Now if you would 
be so kind as to sit down . . .” 


Super-Spy Lets You ^See Through’ 
Walls, Fences and Locked Doors! 

Secret of Private Detectives and Industrial Spies Revealed ! 


A remarkable optical device about half the 
size of a cigarette now makes it possible 
for you to see without being seen. People 
who relax in “privacy” have no way of 
knowing that you can see everything 
they do! 

Super-Spy® allows you to secretly observe 
every action — while you stay safely hid- 
den. Operation of the tiny device is silent, 
almost impossible to detect. The eye-piece 
is no bigger than the head of a pin ! 

If you drilled an ordinary hole through a 
wall, fence or door, you could see very 
little. But installation of Super-Spy’s 
unique optical principle, called “X-Pand,” 
multiplies your field of vision. With 
X-Pand, almost no detail or movement in 
a room can escape your Super-Spy sight ! 
That gives you some idea of Super-Spy’s 
powers! But the real surprise is the price; 
three dollars! 

Unlimited Uses: 

Super-Spy’s uses are limited only by your 
interests and imagination: 

Bedroom — keep an eye on the kids while 
they take their naps, even if the door is 
closed ! 

Bathroom — avoid the embarrassment of 
knocking or barging in while it’s occupied ! 
Any Room — supervise teenage parties 
while you remain invisible! 

Super-Spy® can penetrate a 3-inch-thick 
wall in your home, office or factory. The 
highest fence or thickest door can’t stop 
you from observing— without being 
observed! 


Professional Uses Suggested: 

Private and hotel detectives. Insurance 
investigators. Undercover agents. Security 
guards. Store owners — watch shoplifting 
suspects. Employers — get eye-witness 
proof of loafing or theft. Hospital staff — 
watch restless patients without disturbing 
them. 

Camera hobbvrsts can even take pictures 
through its low-distortion lens! And 
Super-Spy has possibilities that Candid 
Camera never dreamed of! 

What Will You Do With Super-Spy? 

If it’s fascinating or profitable — and there’s 
no invasion of privacy — for you to know 
what people do when they don’t know 
they are being watched — get Super-Spy I 

Order Spares and Extras ! 

Order spat es so you’re never denied sud- 
den or unexpected opportunities. Order 
extras for trusted friends; they might be 
glad to pay you a handsome profit. 

The Super-Spy principle was perfected in 
Germany. They are now being sold by a 
special division (Detection Appliances) 
of a reputable mail order firm, located at 
466 North. Western Avenue in Los Ange- 
les. Their total sales throughout U.S. are 
over $1,000,000. The owner has been a 
respected local businessman for 19 years. 

5-Year Service Guarantee: 

Super-Spy is sold with this 5-year guar- 
antee: If it fails to work due to ^y defect, 
without any charge, D.A. will either repair 
or replace it— or at its option, refund the 
the purchase price. 


ORDER NOW! 

D.A. Deot. SPM-2001 

1199 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N. Y. 10001 

Yes! I would like to be able to see what goes on behind walls, fences and closed 
doors. And with Super-Spy, I can see— without being seen! Please send me 

Super-Spy{s) on your 5-year Service Guarantee. I am years old. 

I enclose: □ Three dollars for ONE Super-Spy 

□ Five dollars for TWO Super-Spy's 

□ Seven dollars for THREE Super-Spy’s 

□ Send my order C.O.D. I enclose $1 deposit 
and I will pay postage and C.O.D. fees. 
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Address. 
City 


Please add extra fifty 
cents for postage and 
handiing ! 
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HI-POWER BINOCULARS 



SEE UP TO 
1 18 MILES 

Powerful folding Opera Glasses 
fit into pocket or purse. Center 
eye piece adjustment. Worth many 
times low introductory price. Com- 
parable to models selling for $4.95. 


Bruce Sales Company 

261 Fifth Ave.. New York, N.Y. 10016 

Please send me Hi-Power Binoculors 
1 tor, 75f H 2 for $1.50, 
limit 2 to a rustomer. 
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I enclose: C Cosh 
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Check C Money Order 


Mystify Your Friindi! Baffle Your Family! You'll Atfoniih Thom All! 


250 magic tricks 


I 


REVEALED 
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NOTHING EXTRA TO BUY! 

Every tingle trick it performed with everyday 
thingi you have around the heute. . . ceint, cerdt, 

bellt, handkerchieft, repot, etc. The tmall price of 

$1.00 it ell you payl 


"POSITIVELY ASTONISHING" . . . 

say people who have seen this eolleetion. You’ll lx. 
phiehing eoins from thin air! You’ll causi’ cards to 
change their spots at your command! You’ll lu'ar 
th., gasps nf wnnder as ,yon do the world-famous 
Indian Rope Trielt. You’ll actually ihi dver 2.511 
battling tricks, incliuling: 


* Th« Vinishing Ball 

* The Mind Reading Trick 

* Tha Sacrat at Number 9 

* Phantom Writing 

* Crewing Money Trick 

* The Coin Leaping Trick 


Disappearing Handkerchief 
The Knot that Unties Itself 
The Disappearing Coin 
Making a Ball Roll by Itself 
Miracle Card Jumping Trick 
* The Phantom Money Trick, etc., etc. 



HURRY! Supply is Limited! 
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ANYONE. TO 60. ..CAN 
PERPOiM THESE PEATS OP MAOIC 
ONCE YOU KNOW THESE SECRETSI 

First lime revealed . . . this private 
collection from "Art the Magician." 
COMPLETE SECRETS REVEALED! 

Every single trick fully explained! You 

saw some of them on T. V. Many were 

performed by such master magicians 

as HOUDINI. THURSTON, etc. And 
now . . . YOU can do all of these 
famous magic tricks. They're fun! 
They ‘re mystifying! Simply terrific for 
parties! 


MAIL COUPON TODAY ! 


Bruce Sales Company 

261 FIFTH AVE., ROOM 2102 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10016 
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TRICKS postpaid. If the tricks don’t ssork. 
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Amazing Offer! 

24 JOKE BOOKS $4 ALL 


What better way to warm up an audience, start an 
interview, liven up an article or report, or just brint; 
merriment to a gathering of friends, than to tell a 
good joke? 

Here are thousands of aisie-rolling anecdotes, puns, quips, 
and quotes for every imaginable speaking and writing 
occasion. You’ll find each book has jokes especially for 
professional people, or for working men. educational 
people, farmers, salesmen, politicians, old people, young 
people — for every group you can think of. 

The subjects of these lung-busters are as varied as the 
groups they are about. You’ll have a joke to fit any 
topic; marriage, travel, art. taxes, children, baseball, 
business, food, social affiirs, good ole sex, or anything 
else. 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE c,,u- am y 

p, J-ll B.„L 1 199 BROADWAY, ® 

Hadell Book Co ^ew YORK, N. Y. loooi 


There was a Liutcher knife in his 
hand. He held all the cards and I 
wasn’t about to Eirgue. 

“I am Doctor Graigo. How did 
you find me?” 

“I got a phone call,” I said. They 
had me tied to a massive wooden 
chair. I could only answer his 
questions. 

“You lie!” his assistant shouted. 
The small, bearded Graigo had to 
restrain his co-w'orker. I shuddered 
as he calmed dov/n. 

“He probably tells the truth, 
Yemi. ’The new girl. Before we 
found her she probably did call. 
Twice the pity.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, 
trying to wriggle my hands. They 
were tied fast. 

“My laboratory. Now you have 
seen too much. My experiments. 
Now you know ad. But my work has 
not been for nothing, my friend. In 
front of you, there is the latest and 
finest of my creations. I hope you do 
not disapprove. Anything must be 
done for the name of science. 
Observe how perfect and lifelike, 
she is. Ah yes, my finest.” 

“Then you’re the killer . . .” 

“I am a scientist,” Graigo 
screamed. He walked over to where 
I sat, pausing with his face inches 
from mine. “I am a scientist,” he 
hissed, “and soon I shall begin a 
new round of experiments. I must 
make a mate for my Katya. But 
first a tour, shall we? You would 
want to know what is going to 
happen to you in the name of 
scientific endeavor, do you not? So. 
Come.” 

They undid tr y feet and guided 
me through the grisly rooms. In the 
cold storage, I i:ould see the five 
severed heads, each wrapped in 
white liiien, sightless eyes staring 
through the misted glass. 

“Why, Graigo’’ Why did you do 
it?” 

“My Katya. She was dying. A 
tumor, they said, so malignant that 
is’s growth could riot be stopped 
before making her a vegetable. Oh, 
how I tried . . .” 

“Then you must be Doctor 
Gordon, the neurosurgeon.” 

“No!” he yelled, shoving me 
back to the room where the girl lay 
sleeping. “I am Doctor Graigo. You 
will die screaming for the mercy of 
my name.” 

He pushed me ahead of him, 
steering me clear of the figure 
reposing on the slab. 

“What about the girl who called 
me?” 

“She will die. That is so tragic. 
But now Katya will live.” 

I knew I had nothing to loose. 





Name. 


Address. 


” HEN THEY brought me back 
to the main room, they neglected to 
re-tie my legs to Ihe chair. The 
fiendish doctor began to prepare the 
marble slab which would hold my 
body. His fingers flashed over the 
dials that would keep the drained 
blood from coagulating when they 
cut off my head. 

“Come here,” he ordered. 

“To my death? ’ I asked. I 
advanced slowly and paused before 
the selection of surgical 
instruments. I leaned against the 
formica table and wedged a scalpel 
under a metal tray. The blade 
sawed through the nylon line 
around my hands. 

“Come and get me ” I said. 

Yemi ran toward me, waving the 
butcher knife. He swung with the 
wicked blade and opened up a long 
gash in my forearm. I raised my feet 
and kicked him as hard as I could. 
Yemi staggered back and slid into 
the massive bank of transformers 
that supplied Graigo’s power. His 
scream shattered the quiet of the 
laboratory as seven thousand volts 
of electricity coursed through his 
body. His back arched and twin 
wisps of white smoke curled from 
his ears. His skin sizzled and his 
clothes burst into flame. Yemi was 
dead but Graigo was advancing. 

Whirling toward the door, I began 
to fling cases and cannisters at the 
advancing figure. Suddenly he 
screamed and flung his hands over 
his face as the liottle of acid 
shattered against th«j skin. His cries 
of agony reached me even as the 
remains of another bottle seeped 
into the smoking transformer coils 
and ignited. I glanced at Katya, 
already enshrouded in smoke, and 
ran down the stairs to the phone. 

“So it was Dr. Malcolm Gordon, 
Chief,” I said, sipping nw coffee. 
“When the most moderri surgical 
techniques could not save his wife, 
he cracked. Went all to pieces. He 
went back to a more primitive 
medicine.” 

“And the girl? She was dead, 
wasn’t she?” 

“Sure, all the time . But perfectly 
preserved. He thought he could 
bring her back at any time. But he 
was wrong.” 

“And so he killed six times, seven 
if you count the last girl. By the 
way,” the Chief asked, “what about 
the call you received? ” 

“The girl was dialing blind. 
Chief. That’s the on’y explanation. 
Just lucky, I guess.” 

“But not lucky enough. She was 
killed in the blaze wit h Graigo.” 

THE E^D 


Barbizon Skini-Minis are 
completely safe, contain no harmful or 
habit-forming drugs. The answer is 
quite simple. The timed release ingredient 
fills your stomach and keeps you 
from overeating. It helps you shed 
those unwanted pounds quickly. 

Barbizon Skini-Minis also 
contain 100% of the adult 
daily requirement of 
vitamins B1, B2 and C. 
since many people 
watching their 
weight don't 
always get their vitamins. 

Order your Skini-Minis now and receive 
Barbizon's calorie Control facts with your 
2-week supply. 


Send to: 

BARBIZON WEIGHT CONTROL SYSTEMS, INC. 

1199 Broadway 

New York, New York 10001 

□ 18 caps — $3.00 0 36 caps $6.00 □ 54 caps $9.00 

Add 25^ For First Class Postage 


MEN... LOSE 10 

POUNDS 
IN 2 WEEKS 
CXiYOUR 
MONEY 
BACK 


Barbizon Skini-Minis contain a 
special timed release substance 
called carboxymethyl cellulose which 
makes your stomach feel full, 
/ and benzocaine which helps curb 
your appetite. 

ir Take one Skini-Mini daily. If you 
haven't lost at least 10 pounds at 
the end of a 2-week period let us 
know and we'll return your money 
by return mail no questions asked. 




Flips 
open in- 
stantly and 
locks auto- 
matically to 
prevent acci- 
dental closing. 

Razor sharp 
tough stainless 
steel blade for re 
liable use and hard, 
long service Money 

back in 5 days if not 
satisfied. Send $2.75 
plus 25< to cover po:»t- 
.age and handling 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 

Oept. 527ST80 
35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N. Y. 11563 


UNUSUAL 

PRODUCTS 

71 Page Illustrated Catalogue of the most 
unusual sex products ever offered. Return 
catalogue for a full refund if not satisfied 
Send $3 to KARAVAL, Dept. M L 
4834 Briarbend, Houston, Texas 77035 


DO YOU SWING? WE DO! 

We'll prctve it if you send $1.00 
to handle costs. 

ROYAL - MLG40 Box 1548^^*5 
Pompano Beach, Florida 33061 ^^ 




EACH Part $2 Part 1 □ 

^ All 3 $5 Part 2 □ 

SANTANA ^ ^ 

Box 85006 Dept. 850 
Hollywood. Calif. 90027 


STAG BUYERS GUIDE $1M 


RARE UWIQIIF UNUSUAL ITEMS 


™ dealers in FRANCE, 

DENMARK, HOLLAND. SPAIN, ALRICA. INDIA, 
ENGLAND, CANADA, U.S.A. who sell adult photos, books 
includes 3 PROLUSELY illustrated 
BROCHURES and CATALOG. Lor complete list ^ details 
send $1.00 to K-M SERVICE Dept. S6 
2226 VAN DYKE DETROIT, MICH 48214 



22 
PELLET 
FIRING 
"STINGER 


50 22 CAL. PELLETS FREE 
Looks and Feels Like Real Pocket 
Automatic — Loads 15 Shots 

Fires 22 cal. pellets lust as fast 
you can pull the trigger. Great for 
fast action combat-type target prac- 
tice. 50 re-usable 22 cal. 
free. Free suoDly of targets. Money 
back if not satisfied, Just 
$1.00 plus 254: for postage 
handling to Honor House Oept. 

Lynbrook. N. Y. 11563 Not sold in NY City 


ADVENTURES IN ' 
WITCHCRAFT 

(Continued from page 32) 

road, the unhappy people are 
immediately transformed into 
wolves. Traveling in packs, they 
devour cattle, but are not per- 
mitted to kill or wound human 
beings. At the end of twelve days, 
they are freed from bondage for 
another year. The transformation 
into human form: the victim fails 
suddenly to the ground as though 
he were sick. He remains as still 
as a corpse for three days, not 
moving, scarcely breathing. When 
he comes to, he remembers no- 
thing of his former condition. 

If one wounds a were-creature, 
the person changed into human 
form will exhibit the same marks 
on his body. Keep this in mind. A 
further method of identification is 
that the wolf-man will exhibit ex- 
treme palor and have dark, hag- 
gard eyes, seeing only with great 
difficulty. His tongue will be dry 
and he will suffer from an almost 
constant thrist. 

From the Book of Daniel in the 
Bible — where Nebuchadnezzar, 
king of Babylon, is changed into 
an ox — right up to the present 
time (especially in the Balkan 
countries) lycanthropy has and 
does remain with us yet. And for 
a tradition as ancient as this one, 
there maybe some truth to it. 
After all, where there's smoke, 
there's fire — and where there are 
fangs, there may be a werewolf 
hiding in the bushes to trap the 
unwary! the end 


KENSINGTON THEATRE 
(Continued from page 8) 


of undress when revealed by 
mistake in half-naked splendour in 
front of a very stuffy audience. He 
never fully recovered from the 
shock. In fact, resigned the 
following year. Good thing too. The 
man was a perfect ass.” 

“But that was different, Mr. 
Varney. At least your headmaster 
was human. ” 

“A debatable point, Miss Glynn. 
But what do you mean?” 


“The figure that passed between 
the wall and the set couldn’t have 
gotten there — but wait. Let me take 
you to Kensington Theater. You can 
see for yourself. 

The party was beginning to be a 
bit of a bore and I had no regrets 
about leaving it. We got our coats 
from check and had the doorman 
call a taxi. Five minutes later we 
pulled up in front of the deserted 
building. 

“Damn, I can’t find the keyhole. 
Have you a flash?” 

In my years of experience at 
ghost-hunting. I’ve learned several 
tricks. And the most basic of all is 
always to have some kind of light 
handy. Ipulled out a tiny battery- 
operated flashlight and shined it at 
the stage door. 

“There, we’ve done it. Johnnie is 
usually on duty at night,” Miss 
Glynn explained as she stepped 
inside and switched on a light, “but 
his wife is sick and he had to take 
the entire week off. I’m so glad 
you’ve decided to help us, Mr. 
Varney,” the girl said breathlessly. 
“The entire cast is petrified to be 
here — even in broad daylight. I was 
delegated to contact you.” 

“Hold on a moment. Miss Glynn. 
First, I haven’t decided to help you. 
And second, there may be no spook 
at all.” 

“Whatever do you mean?” ^ 

“I mean that ghosts aren’t as 
common as many people think. I’ve 
said time and time again that in 
most cases, the supernatural beings 
are merely faulty drain pipes or 
squirrels playing in the attic or 
impertinent neighbours, naughty 
children. Or any combination 
thereof.” 

“Oy, such fancy language.” 

I looked at her sharply. “You’re 
not English?” 

“I was borri in Brooklyn, old 
thing. Do you like my accent? I 
picked it up on i;he way over.” 

We both laughed heartily. “You 
certainly had me fooled. Miss 
Glynn.” 

“My real name is Sadie 
Greenbaum, but you may call me 
Joanna. A prsss agent made up 
most of my biography — public 
school, grandfather a colonel who 
had served in ‘Inja’ and all that.” 

“Well, my real name is Gabriel 
Varney and you may call me Mr. 
Varney, my dear. Now what is it 
you wish to show me?” 

“It’s on stage. Come on.” 

She led me through the wings 
until we wenj standing in the 
middle of the siet. “I know it looks 
pretty creepy right now with the 
rest of the house in darkness. But 















even in the middle of a show we can 
all feel it.” 

“Feel what?” 

“It. Whatever is troubling the 
theatre. Here’s the window. As you 
can see, there is approximately two 
feet separating it from the brick 
wall at the back of the stage. Wait a 
sec.” 

She crossed the stage and turned 
on the lights. Joanne returned. 

“Look through the window.” 

I leaned over and peered in. “But 
this can’t be!” I exclaimed and 
withdrew my head. The set went 
directly against the wall on both 
sides, forming a large staple-shaped 
structure. There was no way for 
anyone to be behin(i the window 
and then walk into the wings. 

“But you saw it yourself. 
Someone was behind that 
window — and disappeared! Now 
explain that in terms of squirrels or 
bad nfeighbours!” 

“You may have something there 
after all. Let’s take a quick tour of 
the rest of the theatre, shall we?” 

Joanne led me around the 
dressing rooms, prop areas under 
the stage, green-room in the rear. 
She hadn’t a key for the upstairs 
parts, which were always kept 
locked for fear of theft. We next 
went to the audience area. 

“As you can see,” the young 
actress said, her voicf^ echoing eerily 
in the vast, empty darkness, “this is 
quite an old theater. Well over two 
hundred years old.” 

“Tell me, has it seen much 
alteration?” 

“Surprisingly encugh, no. Of 
course it’s been rede^corated often, 
but the basic building is pretty 
much the same as it was in 1785. 
However, you really should talk to 
Johnnie about all this. He knows 
more of this theater than anyone 
else. It’s a hobby of his. Johnnie 
collects newspaper articles, old 
blueprints — you know, things like 
that. He’s rather famous for it. See 
him.” 

“I’ll do just that, Joanna. But it’s 
growing a little late. I’ll be taking 
you home right now.” 

I WAITED A WEEK beforecalling 
the theatre. Joanna had told 
Johnnie about my interest, and the 
watchman was expecting my call. 
This was going to be a very unusual 
case, I quickly realised. Ghosts are 
by nature timid and it was 
practically unheard of for one to 
make an appearance in front of a 
large crowd — unless . . 

I reached for my hat and coat and 
went down to the theatre. 

Johnnie was waitin g for me when 
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I arrived. A funny, wizened little 
man, he was nevertheless helpful 
and obviously concerned about his 
theatre. 

“Professional pride, you might 
say, Mr. Varney,” he remarked as 
he shared his thermos of coffee with 
me in the wings. “We’ve had many 
fine actors and plays here and I 
want it to continue. But something 
is here in tliis house — and it’s 
making the cri;w and cast nervous. 
It gets in the vmy of their job and I 
want it to stop.” 

“Joanna tells me that you 
prcibably knofv more about this 
place than anyone else. Tell me 
something, hits it always been 
plagued by spirits?” 

“ThaPs the odd part about it, 
Mr. Varney.’ Wrinkles played 
across Johnnie’s brow as he 
pondered how he was going to 
phrase his next statement. “Of 
course I’ve alv/ays known she was 
here — the ghost, that is — and 
sometimes when I was working late 
I’d see a white blur flash across the 
house. But alv/ays at the opposite 
end of the theater. If I was on the 
stage, she’d be in the farthest corner 
of the audience, and vice versa.” 

“You told no one of this?” 

“I didn’t see why I should. If the 
ghost only appeared to me, there 
was no reason why I should give the 
theatre a bad name. Nervous actors 
give bad performances.” i 

“You were perfectly right, of 
course. But are you sure no one else 
ever saw this apiparition?” 

“Yes — but of course some silly 
chorusgirl or other would shriek at 
something, which usually turned 
out to be a mop lying on the floor. 
Theatres can be pretty spooky 
places sometimes.” 

I nodded in agreement, 
remembering the eeriness of my late 
night’s adventure with Joanna. 
Even now, during the day, 
Kensington wtis pitched in odd, 
half-light. 

“Joanna’s also mentioned 
something about the building’s not 
having been changed much. 
Exactly where lave any alterations 
taken place?” 

Johnnie thoughtfully scratched 
his head. “I’m not quite sure about 
that. We’ve just had a few 
changes — new designs, wallpaper, 
paint. All tha: is carefully noted 
down in records and contractor’s 
blueprints. But where the place has 
been modernised — that’s quite 
another story. I’ve got a list of all 
changes in the stage, wings, 
dressing rooms;. But it only goes 
back about seventy years. Anything 
done before th.at time can only be 
guessed.” 



“Obviously, then, the ghost — if it 
is one — centres her operations 
backstage somewhere.” 

“But I’ve seen her all over the 
theater, Mr. Varney.” 

“Correct. But an apparition must 
have a home base to emanate frorn. 

I would be very much interested in 
inspecting the rest of the 
structure.” 

I’d already seen the stage with 
Joanna, and asked Johnnie to lead 
to the dressing rooms and storage 
areas. They seemed to be quite in 
order. 

Except for the prop room. 
Immediately I sensed something 
was wrong, something was 
definitely out of place . 

“Johnnie, what’s behind that 
wardrobe?” I asked, pointing to a 
massive, oaken armorie that 
spanned nearly five feet across. 

“The rest of the wall I would 
imagine. That thing’s been there for 
as long as I can remember.” 

“Well, give me a hand for a 
moment. I just want to move it a 
few feet down.” 

He pushed and I piulled. Inch by 
inch we shoved the heavy closet 
down the rough planking. 

TThere, just the wall, Mr. 
Varney,” Johnnie gasped out 
testily. “There’s nothing else.” 

“I’m not so sure.” I took out my 
trusty pocket torcri and began 
inspecting the newly exposed brick. 
After a quick scrutiny, I was 
inclined to agree with 
Johnnie — until I located a very 
slight indention in the brick and 
mortar. 

“Have you spme sort of brush?” I 
called out. 

Johnnie nodded, left the prop 
room, and returned almost 
immediately. “The charwoman 
always leaves her supplies in the 
closet just outside.” 

I took the scrubbing brush and 
immersed it into the paiKof soapy 
water which the watchman also had 
dragged in. A few jrasses and the 
bricks began to lost some of their 
grime. 

“Just as I thought.” I put down 
the dripping bristles and stood back 
to inspect my handiwork. I had 
cleaned a large area of the wall, and 
in the midst of it lay a spot that 
seemed newer than the rest of the 
brick. About four feet high and 
three across, it had been hidden by 
the even coating of cobwebs and grit 
that had settled on the older section 
as well. 

“Do you know Einything about 
this bricked-up passage?” 

“No. I always thought that this 
part of the theater had never been 
touched. Too bad v/e can’t reopen 
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the doorway. But it’s part of a 
supporting wall and I don’t want to 
weaken it.” 

“We wouldn’t have to open it 
anyway. John, will this room be in 
use tonight?” 

“No, Mr. Varney. Today’s 
Sunday. There’ll be no performance 
tonight.” 

“(5ood. I’d like to try a little 
experiment.” 

“But what about the ghost?” 

“Don’t worry — she’ll be a part of 
it too. I believe I have a plausible 
explaination for all this; but I’ll 
need your help.” 

The watchman agreed to aid me 
in whatever I decided to do. I had 
several things to arrange. We 
parted, and planned to meet again 
later that night. 

J OHN AND I set up the 
equipment in a corner of the prop 
room. I also had called Joanna in on 
all this because I thought she should 
share a part of an experiment that 
would further our scant knowledge 
of para-psychic study. Together, 
the three of us waited. I allowed one 
small candle to be lit. In tbe 
flickering glimmer, Johnnie played 
patience. Joanna and I talked 
quietly of her career. 

Then we felt it. 

“Blow out the light, Johnnie,” I 
whispered. In the gathering tension 
of the small room, I recited the 
speech I’ve always found helpful at 
times like this. 

“Ghosts are mere beams of life, 
the spot in your eyes that remains 
after a flashbulb has gone off, a 
shining memory. They cannot hurt 
you and are totally unaware of your 
presense if you make no move to 
contact them. Spectres never have 
and never will harm living human 
beings. I want both of you to keep 
this foremost in your minds at all 
times. Let us creep back into the 
shadows.” 

We moved into the corner 
farthest from the exposed wall. 

“If either of you feel faint, 
breathe deeply and rapidly. But 
please remember that you are 
absolutely are in no danger.” 

Abruptly Joanna gasped. We 
three watched. In front of the brick 
wall, a small cloud of vapour 
formed, then gradually took on a 
hazy shape. I slowly reached over 
and turned on the machine. 

The shade eventually took on a 
vaguely feminine outline. Our 
cloud-woman began to whirl. 
Slowly at first, she gyrated and 
spun until her foggy form seemed as 
substancialas smoke from a bonfire. 
Stopping, she leaned first one way, 
then the other as if in a dance; then 


up on her toes in a graceful mockery 
of life. 

Our eyes were rivited on the 
sight. Dimly I was aware that 
Joanna had taken my hand and was 
holding it tightly in her clenched 
fist. Johnnie was breathing heavily. 

The spectre leaped and 
pirouetted acrc'ss the floor, spinning 
faster and faster until it 
disappeared once more into the 
unmoving wall 

“Is it over?” Joanna whispered, 
long moments later. 

“Yes,” I murmured back. 

“Oh God, what was it?” She 
began to sob from fright. 

“Just a memory, a quirk in the 
lapse of time and space.” I reached 
over to-* comfort her. “But it’s 
finished now. II ’s done.” 

“But what about tomorrow?” 
Johnnie cut in with a shaking voice. 
“And the nexi, and the one after 
that?” 

I got up stifly to my feet and 
flicked off the machine. Turning, I 
said, “I want both of you to go home 
now. But be hine at eleven o’clock 
tomorrow morning. No more for 
now. Both of your systems have 
gone through a terrible shock, and 
you must rest now.” 

We began walking toward the 
door. I was entirely spent too, of 
course. Because no matter how long 
or how often I come in contact with 
the other world, I will never be 
accustomed to it. It is only throu^ 
the most rigcrous self-discipline 
that I manage to control my urge to 
runi screaming Irom the sight into a 
cool, clean night. Spectres indeed 
are harmless; but they are all the 
more terrifying since science, logic, 
the vast storehouse of knowledge 
gleaned through the centuries, are 
useless to explain them — or drive 
the spirits away. And in the end we 
become as panicked and as helpless 
as our ancient cavemen ancestors 
huddled around a fire in the dead of 
night. 

“Remember, at eleven o’clock 
tomorrow morning. And tell no one 
of our meeting.’' 

ff VT 

XOU LOOK REFRESHED, 
my dear. Did you sleep well last 
night?” 

“Not a wink, Mr. 'Varney. I kept 
the lights burning the whole time.” 

“And I did the very same thing,” 
Johnnie cheerfu lly called from the 
door. “My old lady thought I had 
been drinking. Weird business this. 
What have you got for us?” 

“Come this way, please For a 
change I’m going to put on a show 
and you’ll be tlie audience.” I led 
thern backstage where I had the 
movie camera set up. It would 
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project on a perfectly blank wall. 

“Lights, please.” 

Johrinie killed the lamps and we 
three sat back and watched the 
film. The quality was very poor, I 
must admit, but I was proud just 
the same. 

“The pair of you are witnessing 
history. This is one of the few times 
where a spirit has been captured on 
film.” 

The movie was barely five 
minutes long. It was a weak and 
fuzzy rendition of a chain of events 
still fresh and vivid in our 
memories. At its conclusion Joanna 
looked at me. “Why and how were 
you able to get her into the 
camera?” 

“Simple. Ghosts are terrified of 
light. They’re timid, shy, preferring 
solitude — unless . . .” I drew out 
the sentence, enjoying their 
mounting interest. 

“Unless what, damn it!” John 
was exasperated. 

“Yes, tell us, for goodness sake.” 

I laughed. “Unless the ghost were 
an actress! In life she loved to 
perform in front of an audience. 
And when she passed into the spirit 
world she kept the habit, I guess.” 

“But who was she and why has 
she suddenly starting to appear on 
stage during a performance?” 
Johnnie obviously was unimpressed 
by my explaination. 

“I did some research before I 
came here today. After three hours 
of sneezing from dust, I came across 
an article in the London Times 
dated 4 February 1871. A murder 
had been committed in this theatre. 
A chorusgirl had been stabbed by a 
jealous suitor. The prop room was, I 
gather, originally some sort of 
dressing room. The man sneaked up 
and killed the poor girl. And her 
shade is your ghost.” 

“But why has she suddenly 
become so active?” 

I asked the pair of show people to 
follow me. We walked out into the 
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SLAVE OF SATAN 
(Continued from page 12) 

unit’s metal louvres. There was a 
soft hiss and moments later the first 
can was empty. He uncapped the 
second can and smiled grimly when 
the foam gushed from the sides and 
front of the alarm box. Jim used a 
third can for good measure, then 
placed a rag under the unit to avoid 
any drippings. He then climbed to 
the third floor and went to work on 
the museum window, carefully 
cutting through the glass and 
jumping the alarm system. He 
uncoiled the wire he had brought 


audience ares . 


Pointing, I said, “That light is a 
new one, isn’t it?” 

Johnnie nodded. “Right. I told 
the owner that we really didn’t need 
another fixture and that it would 
look terrible. He wouldn’t listen to 
me and put it up anyway. Now he 
agrees and is talking of getting rid of 
it. But what does that have to do 
with a ghost?” 

“That chiindelier is directly 
above the prep room. Some beams 
of light must be shining in through 
the worn planking on the floor. 
Ghosts can’t stand light— and that 
is why I filmed ours with an infra- 
red camera— she had to leave her 
home-base more frequently. Even 
when ^here was a show on. 
Whenever that light was burning, 
she had to be out of its range. But as 
a former actress, she was well-used 


to stage lights. And that explains 
it.” 


“What are you going to do about 
her, Johnnie?” asked Joanna. “This 
show is only going to run here a few 
more weeks, tlien it’s on to Scotland 
on tour. I think you should be the 
one to decide v/hat’s to be done.” 

“To tell you the truth, Mr. 
Varney, it gets kind of lonesome 
here late at night. If I tar the 
flooring so that no light gets in from 
that fixture— and disturb the actors 
when the ghost has to vacate her 
home — I’d just as soon leave ijer 
here. I’ve gotten used to her, and I 
think she knows I’m around. 
Someday I’d even like to try to talk 
to her.” 

“A wise decision, John,” I said. 

“I agree,” added Joanna. “I’ll tell 
the rest of the cast that our Mr. 
Varney put the spook to flight so 
they won’t be frightened to work 
here.” 

I smiled at b(3th of them. “And we 
three will share a secret that will 
always remind us of the time we 
filmed the show-off ghost of 
Kensington Theatre!” the end 


with him, then unlocked the 
window. He slipped inside, held his 
breath and loolced at his watch. The 
wax, he estimated, would dissolve 
in twenty minutes. He would have 
to be long gone by then. 

Moving siletitly, he crossed the 
room to where the twin sarcophagi 
of Hem-Li-Tep and Ser stood in the 
ghostly halflight of the moon’s rays. 
He slipped a fhin nail file around 
Hem-Li-Tep’s lid and swore softly 
as it popped open. His file clinked 
to the floor. lu the darkness, the 
sound was shattering. Sweat 
popped out on his forehead as he 
listened for any sounds. There were 
none. 

Jim knelt before the open 
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container and whistled as he shone 
his shielded flashlight on the 
bottom. A series of red, green and 
white dots sparkled in the light. 

“There must be a fortune in gems 
there,” he said softly. “And that 
wouldn’t include the gold settings.” 

Working rapidly now, he stuffed 
the treasure into a gray felt bag, 
closed the ceremonial casket, and 
retraced his steps to the window. He 
relatched the window, left the wires 
in place, and climbed to the first 
floor to check the alarm box. The 
louvres were glistening; the wax had 
dissolved. Jim knew he didn’t have 
much time. 

He checked for the watchman, 
saw him disappear behind the 
company trailer, and then ran for 
the fence. H« was over and out of 
sight before the old man came 
around again. Jim laughed softly as 
he dropped the tool box on the back 
seat of his car, started the motor 
and picked up the highway for the 
beach. 

”1 

Jim, how could you?” 

Karen said in horror as she glanced 
at the ceremonial bracelet he had 
clasped around her wrist. 

“It was easy,” he said, going on to 
detail his plan. 

“That’s not what I meant and you 
know it. Besides, there’s nothing 
you can do with the stuff. How are 
you going to sell treasure that can 
be traced?” 

“Simple,” he said, his eyes 
glowing in the light that filtered 
down from the movie screen. “I’ll 
melt down the gold and chip out the 
stones. They can be sold one by one. 
And no one is the wiser.” 

“Except for us. And then there’s 
the curse.” 

“The hell with the curse. Don’t 
try any of that mumbo-jumbo on 
me.” 

“Where’s the rest of your 
treasure?” 

“In the car, up the beach a bit. 
Want to see it?” 

“No, thank you,” she said icily. 
“Now if you’ll be so kind as to take 
this with you. I want nothing to do 
with you or your robbery.” 

He tried to unclasp it but the 
catch was old and it jammed. “You 
wait here,” he said. “I’ll be back 
with a pliers. Sit tight.” 

Jim walked down the beach, 
swearing softly to himself. He was 
trying to think of a way to bring 
Karen around when the air was 
filled with piercing screams. 
Thinking they were coming from 
the movie screen nearby, Jim 
walked on. But then he heard them 
again. 

“Jim. He’s got me,” Karen cried 


in anguish. “Help!” 

He turned and stared, totally 
shocked. Karen had fainted. She 
was lying helpless in the arms of a 
ghostly apparition. The 
combination of movie and moon- 
light revelated the old, leathery, 
wrinkled head of the figure. He was 
swathed in ancient, decayed 
bandages. Instant realization 
flooded through Jim’s brain as 
Karen’s words came back to him. 

That’s Ser, his mind screamed. 
That’s Ser back for the jewels, the 
treasure, led to Karen by the 
bracelet she wore. He stood numbly 
for a moment; as the rest of the 
warning came back to him. Not 
only was Ser led there by the power 
of the gold, but he carried the one 
thing in ihis world Jim prized most 
highly. Karer! With a blinding 
speed borne of necessity, Jim raced 
over the five hundred feet of sand 
separating him from the rest of the 
treasure. 

He flung open the doors of the 
car, rummaged in the back seat, 
and came up with the felt sack. 
There was just a chance, he thought 
desperately. Just one chance. 

He ran back to where the mummy 
stood waiting. 

“Okay, Ser, okay. You win,” Jim 
said. “Here, .lere are the jewels 
you’re looking lor. Here!” 

He tossed the bag at the 
mummy’s left foot. It hit the sand 
and opened, spilling its contents ©n 
the soft beach. Ser lowered Karen to 
the sand and trudged over to the 
jewels. Jim whipped the pliers out 
of his pocket and ran over to where 
Karen lay. He checked her ragged 
breathing, tlien snipped the 
ceremonial bracelet from her wrist. 
He flung it on the pile Ser was 
examining. 

With methodical precision, Ser 
gathered the treasure in his massive 
bandaged hands and, holding it 
before him, retraced his steps along 
the beach. Only once did he look 
back, fixing Jim with a stare the 
frightened boy knew he would 
remember for the rest of his life. 

Jim watch(!d the retreating 
figure, until he was lost in the 
undergrowth which separated the 
beach from the highway. When Ser 
had vanished nto the night, Jim 
carried Karen to his car. His hands 
trembled as he fumbled with the 
ignition. 

1 HOPE YOU'RE satisfied 
now,” Karen said, sipping her 
coffee. “That thing almost carried 
me away. Would have too, if you 
hadn’t come arcund.” 

Jim swallowed his eggs and 
glanced around the coffee shop. The 
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bright sunlight, filtering through 
clean windows, had put to rest the 
previous evening’s nightmare. 

“What do you think about curses 
now, smarty?” 

“I believe,” Jim said sincerely. 
“The papers must have had a field 
day with this.”, 

“Oh, not really. They just said 
that potential thieves had come into 
the County Museum through a 
window in the new wing. Officials at 
the museum figured they were 
heading for the new shipment of 


WHITE MAN'S BLOOD 
(Continued from page 3 1 ) 

the space beneath the wagon beds. 
A smaller thorn kraal inside the 
wall of wagons held the bawling ox- 
teams safely. There were about five 
white men, three women and a child 
as well as twenty or so Kaffir 
servants. 

Leydecker whistled softly to 
himself. This was a strong and well 
engineered ‘laager.’ The Zulu were 
too smart not to know that they 
would lose heavily in an attack on 
such a strong force. They must have 
a hell of a reason. 

“My name’s Henderson,” the 
Englishman said. He was tall and 
heavily built with jet black hair and 
a bulldog look to his pink jaw. 
“These are my wagons. Come. I’ll 
introduce you to the others.” The 
other whites in the party were 
Henderson’s younger brother and 
wife, a white hunter named 
MacEnzie, and two servants 
Henderson had brought from 
England. The remaining two 
women were Henderson’s wife and 
sister-in-law. The child was his 
daughter. 

As they approached the two 
women on the far side of the circle, 
Leydecker nearly gasped aloud. 
Henderson’s wife was Hendrika 
Van Cuyk! 

Hendrika’s china-blue eyes wid- 
ened as her husband introduced 
her. “Meinheer Leydecker and I 
have met, Ronald,” she said 
without expression. “He is an old 
friend of. . . of my father.” 

“Oh, you knew old Van Cuyk?” 
asked Henderson. 

“I fought under him at 
Jamestown,” said Leydecker, 
looking bitterly at Hendrika. She 
flushed slightly and dropped her 
eyes. 

“Oh, were you with the Boers 
during the war?” Henderson 
stammered. “Somehow I fancied 
you an Englishman. I mean, you 
don’t have much of an accent.” 

“I spent a few years in an English 


Indian artifacts on the first floor. 
Then the wax seeped out of the 
alarm, it went off, and they broke 
out through the front door. Poof!” 

“Do you think they’ll ever come 
looking for mti?” 

“Why bother? Nothing of value 
was taken.” 

Nothing of value indeed, Jim 
thought. 

“I almost lost you, Karen.” 

She smiled before answering. 
“Silly, you know that almost 
doesn’t count. ” the end 

prison camp,” Leydecker replied, as 
bis grey eyes lashed at Hendrika 
like invisible ships. “It gave me 
much time to practice your 
language. I find it handy, now that 
our land belongs to 'i/ictoria. It 
seems that all the people worth 
knowing speali it nowadays.” 

“I say, sir. you seem to forget 
yourself!” sputtered Henderson. “I 
mean, damn it all, this is neither 
the time nor the place to re-fight the 
war, what?- 1 wasn’t in the bloody 
thing anyway, thank God.” 

“I’m sorry,” said Leydecker. 
“You’re quite right. I just feel sorry 
for myself once in a while. Can’t 
resist twisting the lion’s tail now 
and then. My God, is that little 
Alfreda?” 

Hendrika’s isister had been a mere 
child the last time he’d seen her. 
Now he suddenly recognized the 
blooming young blonde holding 
Henderson’s daughter as the 
gangling foucteen-year-old who’d 
waved goodbye as he’d marched 
forever away’ from that little 
settlement outside of Johannesburg 
to join her father’s Kommando. 

“It’s about time you recognized 
me, Karl Leydecker,” she laughed. 
Then in Afrikaans she said, 
glancing at her older sister, “We 
heard you were dead, Karl. Papa 
came home after the fighting and 
told us you’d oeen killed at Broken 
Hill. Hendriks waited until . . .” 

“Speak English!” Leydecker said 
bleakly. “It’s rude to speak a 
strange language in front of 
someone. Haven’t you been taught 
that?” 

One of the men across the laager 
shouted. The :wo men hurried over 
and looked out across the velt where 
the hunter, MacEnzie, was 
pointing. 

GIGANTIC Zulu was ap- 
proaching with his right hand held 
aloft in peace. .In his left he carried a 
five foot ‘bangwan’ or stabbing 
assagai. Around his waist was a kilt 
of long black hair from the 
colombsu monkey. On his head was 
a bonnet of ostrich feathers. 

“He’s a ‘ringed man’ for sure,” 



said MacEnzie drawing a bead on 
him with his double eight elephant 
gun. 

“A Herald! I come as a Herald!” 
the Zulu shouted in Bantu. He 
stopped a dozen yards from the 
wagons and stuck the sharp butt of 
his spear in the clay. 

“Speak, 0 Herald!” shouted 
Leydecker in Zulu, “but come not 
closer lest the hyena gnaw thy bones 
this night!” It wouldn’t do to let the 
Zulu see how many, or how few, 
there were inside the laager. 

“I speak for the great Koos, 
Indaba-Zimba! He of the sure eye! 
He who shoots and never misses! 
Slayer of elephants! Eater up of 
lions! Leader of the royal Impi of 
the Umtetwa! A ringed son of the 
ringed son of Chaka! Hear then, 0 
white men, the words of Indaba- 
Zimba! Hear and tremble!” 

Leydecker interrupted him. Once 
a Zulu started into a speech he 
would go on all day. 

“Speak then. Herald,” he 
shouted. “Speak now the words of 
thy Koos as I weary of thine which 
are as the humming of flies in the 
ear of an elephant. If thou hast 
something to say then say it! Else 
begone ere I tire of thee and leave 
thy rotting flesh for the jackal! ” 

The Zulu drew himself up in 
anger and pointed at his spear. 
“Seest thou this assagai before me 
white man? Mark it well ! ” 

“I see thy toy. What of it?” 

“Before the sun has set twice I 
shall drive this through thee! I shall 
eat thee up and dance in thy guts!” 

Leydecker smiled wryly. “Art 
thou to bark all day, jackal? Speak 
thy message and be gone. Speak thy 
message before yon cloud covers tbe 
sun lest I kill thee as thou blabber! ” 

“My message is this, white dog. 
The great Koos has decided to show 
mercy. Though why this should be 
puzzles me greatly. In exchange for 
thy cattle and women he offers thy 
miserable lives. We will let those 
who have horses ride out unharmed. 
This is his message. The great Koos 
has spoken.” 

Leydecker stepped forward from 
the shade of the wagon. He took off 
his wide brimmed hat. The sun beat 
down on his prematurely grey head 
and lean sunburned features. The 
Zulu gripped his assagai and 
started to draw it from the ground 
when sudden recognition crossed his 
features. Suddenly his face widened 
in a grin. 

“Hello, Unkungo,’’ said 
Leydecker. 

“Koos! Koos-y-Pagate! Koos Ba- 
ba! Great hunter! Brave one! 
Quick one! One who clasps the 
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hand of a friend and never lets it go! 
Brave warrior of the Boer .people 
whom even the ringed warriors of 
Dingaan feared. It has been five 
years since a messenger of the 
Amazulu said that the great white 
comrade of Unkung was killed by 
the British at Broken Hill. And here 
I see thee in the flesh! Truly my 
people were wise to say that while a 
mountain may never meet a 
mountain a man may meet a man 
at least once ere he dies, and 
behold! I, the fortunate one, have 
met one twice! 

“But what art thou doing in the 
laager of the British jackals who ate 
up thy people?” 

“A good question, old friend. And 
one that is hard to answer,” said 
Leydecker. “But since my old 
comrades, the Zulu, have taken to 
killing white men and have driven 
me into their camp I have little 
choice.” 

“Was that thee we shot at a few 
moments ago? I am happy that we 
missed thee, though I cursed when I 
shot thy horse and thou ran as the 
wind so that my bullets all missed 
thee. Truly we thought thou wert 
with yon safari of dogs! 

“Well, no damage has been done. 
We have another horse. Come away 
with me from this doomed laager 
and ride in peace. I shall speak as 
thy friend and no Zulu shall raise 
his hand against the great friend of 
Unkungo and live!” 

Leydecker turned and looked at 
the puzzled white faces peering out 
from the wagons. What did he owe 
any of them? The English had 
robbed his people of land they had 
held for centuries. Every boat that 
docked at the cape brought more of 
them to grub for diamonds. 

Already tbe land was changing. 
The game was being shot off. The 
streams were choked with silt from 
the diggings. Within his lifetime 
South Africa would be no more as 
he had known it. Why care if Africa 
claimed a few more lives before it 
was tamed? 

Was it Hendrika? What did he 
owe her? She was MARRIED to one 
of the ‘Roynekken!’ But he knew 
before he spoke what his answer 
must be. All he had to do was ride 
out of here and live but he knew he 
must stay and die with the rest. 

1 HAVE CLASPED the hand 
of the English,” he said. “Thou 
knowest me well enough to know I 
can not ride out unless the other 
white people ride with me. But 
what is thy quarrel? Why do the 
Zulu make war upon the white 
men? I have heard it said that the 
Zulu have made peace with the 


English.” 

“They have given insult to the 
great Koos, Indaba-Zimba,” the 
Zulu answered. “Ten days ago this 
Safari of Engli sh were camped near 
our kraal by the blue hills. Our 
Koos went to speak with the white 
man of the red face. He came in 
peace and unarmed. He came to 
trade ‘salted’ cattle for tobacco as 
we often do when tbe white men 
trek this way, for we know that they 
lose many oxen along the way from 
red-water and lung-rot. 

“In the laager of the white man 
with the red lace he was insulted. 
He recognized the daughter of his 
old friend Van Cuyk the Boer and 
went to speak to her. The white 
Inkusi ^eeted him politely but the 
man of the red face struck Indaba- 
Zimba with his fist and called him 
‘Nigger.’ 

“I know not what is this name as 
there is nothing called ‘Nigger’ this 
side of Johannesburg, but our Koos 
was insulted anyway and sent word 
that he would fight man to man 
with the red-faced one. But the 
coward packed his women and 
wagons and lied the scene of his 
infamy. Now v/e mean to kill him.” 

“But did you not say the men 
could go free if they gave you the 
women and cattle?” 

“That is what we said. For what 
does it matter what one says to a 
man without honor? As they rgde 
out we intended to kill them. We 
have no quarrel with the daughters 
of Van Cuyk v/ho was ever our good 
friend. But tlie Englishman must 
die!” 

Leydecker thought wildly. There 
might be a way out for everyone. 
“What if the Englishman offers to 
fight thy Koos in single combat?” 
he asked. “The quarrel is not 
between thy people and mine, but 
the hatred of the two Koosi! Let 
them fight to the death then, man 
to man! Then much blood will be 
spared and the women need not 
wail in thy kraal nor mine!” 

Unkungo nodded soberly. “I shall 
take thy offer to my leader,” he 
answered. “The sun is nearly set. If 
he agrees I shall return. If I do not 
return it shall mean that many men 
will die ere it sets again. And thee, 
old friend, where will I find thee if 
we attack this laager? Thou 
knowest I give thee safe conduct.” 

“I shall be inside the circle of 
wagons, Unkungo,” Leydecker 
answered. 

“I pray then, that our Koos will 
offer single combat to the English 
leader. Because I shall be in the first 
charge,” said Unkungo and turned 
away to go back to the Zulu lines. 

Leydecker v/ent back inside the 



thorn-bush barricade and tbe 
whites gathered around while he 
told them of his conversation. 
Henderson was furious. His face 
turned even redder, if possible. 

“I say, that’s a bit thick!” he 
sputtered when Leydecker told him 
of the proposed duel. “I mean, it’s 
all very well of you to offer to fight 
the beggar, but it’s me that has to 
do the rudding job ! ” 

“Have you ever seen a wagon 
laager after the Zulu have ‘eaten it 
up’?” asked Leydecker. “They have 
a superstition that it’s unlucky to 
leave the guts in a corpse. Seems 
they think that as the body swells in 
tbe bot sun their bad luck will grow. 
After they kill everybody they rip 
them open and pile their intestines 
neatly and dance around for a while 
on them. That’s what happens to 
the lucky ones. 

“If you happen to be taken alive 
your troubles have just begun. I 
don’t have to tell you what happens 
to the women. The men are usually 
turned loose. Of course they cut off 
your eyelids and strip the soles off 
your feet first. One fellow actually 
made it to a settlement one time. 
After they amputated his feet and 
took his rotting eyeballs out he was 
almost as good as ever. Only thing 
was, he wa^tark raving mad.” 

As Leydecker finished he looked 
around at his audience. The two 
English servants were green. 
Henderson’s younger brother and 
wife were looking at each other in 
mute horror. Only MacEnzie and 
the Van Loon sisters remained 
calm. They hadn’t heard anything 
new. 

“But damn it all,” Henderson 
said, “what will happen to my wife 
and child if I’m killed?” 

“Probably nothing,” Leydecker 
replied grimly. “Indaba-Zimba will 
be so happy he’ll let the rest of us 
go. Don’t forget that he has nothing 
against anyone here but you. In fact 
he considred himself a friend of your 
wife’s father. As for me, I can walk 
out of here any time I want.” 

“Then why the devil don’t you?” 
shouted Henderson peevishly. 
“Kaffir-loving Boer! I’ve got a good 
mind to thrash you ! ” 

“Save it for Indaba-Zimba,” 
Leydecker sighed wearily, “unless 
you’re afraid of him. It’s the only 
way we’re going to get out of the 
mess that you stirred up. If you are 
afraid don’t make me break a 
knuckle on your jaw. I’ll need both 
hands in good shape when the Zulu 
attacks.” 

One of the native ox-drovers 
suddenly shouted in fear. Coming 
across the open velt was the giant 
Zulu, Unkungo! 
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EYDECKER strode forward 
from the laager to meet him. The 
big Kaffir grinned as he 
approached. “Good news! Friend of 
my youth!” he smiled. “Our great 
Koos has agreed to single combat! It 
is near sundown. Through the night 
he will prepare for battle. He will 
make up bis death poem and 
prepare the medicine of his mputi. 
In the first light of dawn he will 
come. He will bring twin assagais so 
that the Englishman may choose. 
Then they will fight? Does the 
English Koos agree with this 
arrangement?” 

Leydecker turned and relayed the 
message to Henderson. The big 
Englishman was plainly frightened. 
For a moment he hesitated. Then he 
looked at Hendrika and his little 
blonde daughter playing in the 
shade of a wagon. He turned back to 
Leydecker and said, “Tell the 
blighter I’ll fight his bloody chief. 
But damn it, I don’t even know how 
to hold an assagai. Can’t you make 
it something more civilized?” 

“How about a sword?” asked 
Leydecker. 

“Lord, yes!” Henderson said, 

brightening slightly. “I used to 
muck about with fencing, in school. 
Never was too good at it but at least 
I’ve a notion of what to do with the 
bloody thing!” 

Leydecker turned to the Zulu 
Herald and said that Henderson 
would fight Indaba-Zimba with 
simes at dawn. Unkungo nodded 
happily and left. Leydecker looked 
up at the setting sun and returned 
to the laager. 

It was decided that the men 
would stand four-hour shifts during 
the night. The Zulu had given their 
word but no one wanted to take a 
cbance on waking with an assagai 
through the belly. Leydecker drew 
tbe third watch. It was a moonless 
night. He saw on a box of salt-bacon 
with his Winchester resting across 
the tongue of a wagon. 

There was a faint orange glow 
from the rim -rock at the edge of the 
valley that marked the distant 
camp of the Zulu. Now and then a 
jackal would howl in the darkness 
and once he heard the hunting 
cough of a lion. He hoped it was a 
lion. That grunting roar, made with 
an eland horn, was a favorite Zulu 
signal. 

He heard her before he made out 
her white dress in the dim light. 
He’d been half expecting her and in 
spite of himself he felt his heart 
beat faster. “Good evening, Vrau 
Henderson!” be said coldly in 
Afrikaans. 


“It’s not Hendrika, Karl,” a soft 
voice answered, Alfreda Van Cuyk 
came closer and stood leaning 
against the wlieel of the wagon. 
Leydecker said nothing. After a few 
moments of uncomfortable silence 
Alfreda spoke. “She waited for you, 
Karl. Even after Papa came back 
from the ‘Roynekkers’ prison and 
told us he’d seen you fall at the 
battle of Broken Hill sbe waited. 
After everyone else bad given you 
up for dead she waited. But a 
woman can’t wait forever, Karl.” 

Leydecker stared out at the 
darkness for a long time before he 
spoke. At last, almost to himself, he 
said, “After Smuts and the others 
surrendered, your father still held 
out. The^war was over, they said. 
But not for us it wasn’t. The 
Transvaal was ours! It was bought 
with blood and sweat of our fathers! 
Let politicians surrender to the 
‘Roynekken’ but we would fight to 
the last bullet! Hah! I was younger 
then. I thought that when our 
Kommando leaders said this they 
meant it. But we live and learn, ja? 

“When I fed with an English 
bullet where my belt buckle should 
have been at Broken Hill I thought 
at least I’d done my bit to hold the 
land for our people. Five years the 
English held me in prison. I was 
lucky. They could have shot me as 
an irregular. But for five years I told 
myself that oui' people would fight 
on. That men like me would drive 
them from our land. Hah! I was a 
fool! 

“And when I came back what did 
I find? Our people speaking 
English! Our land covered with 
them digging for diamonds! 
Gottverdamnt! This land is good for 
cattle and crops ! It was not put here 
by God to dig up and cover with 
blue clay so that some fat English 
Vrau should wear diamonds around 
her thick neck l ike a Watusi maiden 
with her copper necklace! They told 
me of the death of your father. They 
told me of Hendrika’s marriage. But 
by God they didn’t tell me she’d 
married a ‘Roynekker! ’ ” 

Alfreda put her hand on his 
shoulder. “Ronald Henderson is a 
good man,” she said, “and it’s not 
his fault he’s English. He’s been 
very good to my sister. After Papa 
died there were very few among our 
people who were good to either of 
us. At least the English didn’t drive 
us from our home with the 
meanness of our own good 
neighbors! Whtin the people of the 
village jeered and taunted us we 
went to Johannesburg. Even there 
the Boers were the ones, not the 
British, who made the insulting 
remarks.” 



“What are you talking about?” 
asked Leydecker. “Why should our 
people turn against you and 
Hendrika?” 

“Because of the baby!” Alfreda 
cried, “Didn’t you know? After you 
were gone Hendrika had a child!” 

“That little girl? But who . . . ?” 
His voice died. He didn’t have to 
ask. He’d never forgotten that last 
night before he’d gone off to join his 
Kommando. How many times over 
the past years had he relived that 
one wonderful night when he’d held 
his sweetheart in his naked arms in 
the sweet scented hayloft of her 
father’s barn? And poor Hendrika 
had paid for the moment of stolen 
happiness. Paid for it by being 
hounded by the stolid Puritan 
villagers. 

Leydecker closed his eyes and 
groaned. He suddenly knew what he 
must do. And a great peace settled 
in his mind for the first time in 
years. He turned to Alfreda to thank 
her but she was gone. A hyena 
called out on the velt and was 
answered by wry laughter. But not 
by another hyena. 

D awn came suddenly as 

always in the tropics. The first rosy 
light had scarcely appeared before 
the rising^sun shot a dazzling ray 
across the velt. Up on the rim-rocks 
around the valley the Zulu were 
already massed, shivering in the 
morning cold. 

A party of thirty , or forty Zulu 
approached the laager. In the lead 
was Unkungo and a tall slender 
ringed man carrying a big .500 
Express rifle. Leydecker guessed at 
once that this was Indaba-Zimba. 

The Zulu chief was a man of 
about forty. He was covered with 
scars from countless battles. His 
ebony skin bad been rubbed with 
palm oil until it glistened like 
patent leather. He came to within a 
few yards of the laager and stopped. 
A slave ran over and knelt down to 
form a living stool. The chief placed 
the butt of his rifle on the ground 
and sat down on the slave’s back. 

Unkungo stepped forward and 
began to chant, “Behold, 0 white 
jackal, the great Koos, Indaba- 
Zimba. He of the hawk’s eye! He 
who shoots and never misses! When 
he strides forth all his enemies 
quake! When he roars in anger the 
earth trembles! Come forth, 0 
cowering white man and meet thy 
death! Come forth that Indaba- 
Zimba may dance in tby guts! ” 

Henderson came to the barricade 
and looked at his foe. His fleshy red 
face was covered with sweat. He 
turned to Leydecker. “I guess it 
would be a bit awkward to back out 
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now, what?” he asked. Leydecker 
nodded. “Oh, well,’’ the 
Englishman sighed, “better" get on 
with it then.” He turned and looked 
at Hendrika. She was holding her 
daughter’s hand. The child asked in 
a bewildered voice, “Where are you 
going, Daddy?” 

Henderson smiled and shook his 
head. “It’s all right, kitten. Daddy’s 
going to see a man about something. 
You go back in the wagon with aunt 
’Freda like a good girl, what?” 
Turning to Leydecker he said, 
“Look here, if . . . if anything 
should go wrong . . . you — you’ll 
look after things, what? I mean, 
you’re a friend of the family and all 
that, eh?” 

“Don’t worry. Everything’s going 
to be all right,” said Leydecker and 
hit him as hard as he could flush on 
the jaw! 

The big Englishman swayed like 
a felled tree and sank to the ground. 
The little girl cried, “What have 
you done to my daddy?” and ran to 
him. Leydecker brushed her lightly 
on the head with his calloused 
hand. Looking at Hendrika he said, 
“It’s all right, Liepschen. Your 
daddy will be all right!” Then he 
turned and walked out of the laager. 

“Where is the one with the pink 
face?” asked the Zulu chief 
suspiciously. 

“I come in his place, 0 Koos. For 
I am his blood-brother and his 
quarrel is my quarrel. Further, 0 
Koos of the Amazulu, he is sick 
from red-water and not strong 
enough to fight such a warrior as 
thee. Therefore I challenge thee to 
fight me instead.” 

“My anger is not with thee, 
white man. Send the coward forth 
who hideth ere I call my warriors to 
battle and all must die within yon 
laager. For I have been most 
mortally insulted by the pink one 
and I mean to cut him open this 
day.” 

Leydecker laughed derisively. 
“Dost thou fear me then, O fighter 
of sick men and women? What 
honor is there in killing a sick and 
foolish Englishman? Let thee dance 
in the guts of a Boer Askiri who has 
slain a hundred men better than 
thee and see if they call thee 
dishonored in thy kraal.” 

The Zulu rose to his full height 
and his face contorted with rage. 
“So be it!” he thundered. “Let us 
fight, then. Since thou art so ready 
to die. Unkungunklovo! Give this 
dog his choice of weapons! ” 

Unkungo stepped forward with 
two nearly identical simes in 
wooden sheaths. “This is madness, 
my friend!” he muttered. “The 
great Koos will eat thee up!” 


Leydecker grunted and selected 
his sword. It was of Arab 
manufacture. Eighteen inches long 
and sharp as a razor. 

He whirled it around his head a 
few times to test the balance and 
stepped back to signify he was 
ready. Indaba-Zimba removed his 
headdress and tossed it over his 
shoulder. The slave caught it. He 
took the sime that was handed to 
him and whirled it around a few 
times. Then, without warning, he 
shouted the Zulu war cry “S’Kee 
S’Kee!” and hurled himself at 
Leydecker. 

X HE WIRY BOER barely 
manag^ to fling up his arm to ward 
off the murderous swipe of the sime. 
The blades rs.ng like a bell as they 
clashed overhead. Then Indaba- 
Zimba smiled in triumph and drove 
a vicious unde rhand thrust in under 
Leydecker’s guard. The sime sank 
through the Boer’s midsection until 
the Zulu’s knuckles touched his 
shirt. 

The great Koos was still smiling 
when Leydecker slashed down with 
his sime and split his skull open! 

The ebony warrior let go of the 
sime and fell in a sodden heap at 
Leydecker’s feet. The Boer looked 
down at him and swayed a moment 
before he made a meaningless 
gesture. Then he fell across the 
body of Indaba-Zimba. ^ 

Unkungo stepped forward and 
rolled him over. He was dead. And 
for the first time in six years, his 
face was at peace. The Zulu turned 
as he heard footsteps behind him. It 
was Alfreda. She threw herself 
across the body of the man she’d 
loved since she was 14 and sobbed. 
Tbe big Zulu started to speak. But 
for the first time he could 
remember, words wouldn’t come to 
Unkungo. 

Silently he motioned to the other 
Zulu. They walked wordlessly away 
from the two corpses and the girl 
who wept bitterly by them. 

Back in the laager, Henderson 
groaned and woke up. He found 
himself lying with his head in his 
wife’s leap. His little step-daughter 
was holding his hand. He rubbed 
his aching jaw and looked up at 
Hendrika. There were tears in her 
eyes. He thought at the time they 
were for him. And they were, partly. 

“By Jove!” he said, “that fellow, 
Leydecker, hit me! Now what in the 
world made him do a thing like 
that?” 

Hendrika smoothed his ruffled 
hair gently. He was a good man 
even if he was somewhat of a fool. 
Softly, she said, “I don’t think you 
will ever understand why.” the end 



